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INTRODUCTION 


Dostoevsky's impact on the modern literary mind is un¬ 
rivaled in its scope and vitality. Nowhere does his art 
appear in so quintessential a form as in Notes from 
Underground; nowhere is his thought presented with 
such authority as in "The Grand Inquisitor, an epi¬ 
sode, in one sense even a digression, in his last and great¬ 
est novel. The Brothers Karamazov. The connection 
between them is unmistakable, as is their direct 1 elation 
to Dostoevsky's own life, a life as sensational, hariowing, 
and frenzied as some of his own fiction. 

Dostoevsky was born on October 30, 1821, in a wing 
of Moscow’s Foundling Hospital where his father was 
a resident physician. He early showed a marked intei est 
in literature and extensive acquaintance with it and was 
able to maintain both while studying at the School lor 
Engineers in St. Petersburg. After graduation in 1843 he 
served in the Engineering Corps for a year, then resigned 
to devote himself to literary work. He translated French 
novels—his first published work was a translation ot 
Balzac’s Eugenie Grandet —and his first original work, 
Poor Folk (1846), was hailed by Russia’s leading critic, 
Belinsky, as an outstanding production. Dostoevsky s 
subsequent stories met a less favorable reception. His 
literary fame was ebbing when his career, indeed the 
whole course of his life, was dramatically altered. In 
April 1840 he was arrested as a member of a group that 
met periodically to read and discuss various subjects, 
including the utopian socialist Fourier. As this was the 
bleakest period of Nicholas I’s autocratic suppression, 
such apparently innocuous activity was viewed as a dan¬ 
gerous political plot. After eight months’ imprisonment, 
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J hC f m i? rnin | of December 22, Dostoevsky and 
a number of the other conspirators" were taken to a 
public square, sentenced to be shot, prepared for death 
*nd divided into groups of three to face the firing squad. 
At the vetw last moment a courier galloped up with a 
pr P ri ^ e . fro ™ £be czar: whole procedure was a mock- 

eTfia/mpf. ned n the *?°l e effectivel y to demonstrate his 

Sne S"! ° f l he ^ en near D °s £ °evsky went in- 

sane. What Dostoevsky himself experienced can only 

be conjectured, even though he memorably describes the 
feelings and thoughts of a condemned man in two famous 

fiefdie mradnx° V f S ’ Ye ^ i su . rel >' this experience under- 
S SSr P -f - £ Ic . al emphasis on the insignificance of 
fi Jj ad H ?“ mfimte value that pervades Dostoevsky’s 

bhnr ;T 1 ^ 1 -l Se!lte ^ Ce comrQU ted to four years’ hard 
labor in Siberia, in the living hell he describes in Notes 
from House of the Dead (1861-2). For another five years 
e ®ei ved in the ranks of a disciplinary regiment in Si- 

Petersburo^wff fin ? Uy obtained permission to return to 
Peteisburg, where he was now completely unknown. 

tatiSn wvt, d h* n i efat i Sably to rebudd Ms literary repu- 
nJi ^-2 “ b ^ S . brot 5! ber be started and edited the jour- 
™ „ K**u* 5*1 . m c 1863 made fcs fij'st trip to Europe. 

Sn of EuroJ^ h- , gH f pSe of the deca y and corrup- 
w", f J urope ’ ^ bicl1 he proceeded to expound m 
Winter Notes on Summer Impressions. In 1863 he made 

AiSiari^ I ? arked , by 3 tempestuous love affair with 
P?:;* T j a Susiova ’ w ho was to provide him with ample 
• ^V a for ce . rta J n muts of his more “infernal” hero- 
fn™ y 3 niania f ? r Jrambling that he could not shake 
HtLf I y fl r Vu C by recurrent attacks of epilepsy, the 
m^ices diat had bCen a S8 Tavated by his Siberian experi- 

The year 1864 marks the nadir of Dostoevsky’s career 
Time had been suspended by the government and its 
successor. The Epoch, was a failure almost from the 
hrst For that journal Dostoevsky wrote Notes from 
Underground while his wife lay on her deathbed and 
he himself was m ill health. Shortly thereafter his brother 
Michael died, and Dostoevsky assumed all his obliga¬ 
tions. Another friend and important contributor to the 
journal, A. Gngor'ev, also died. To escape creditors. 
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Dostoevsky had to go abroad. He returned to finish 
Crime and Punishment , which, like all his work, was 
published serially in Russian periodicals. He had also 
contracted with a shrewd but unscrupulous publisher 
to provide a new work for a collected edition of his 
works, and, if it was not ready by a certain date, to for¬ 
feit author’s rights to those works pennanently. To 
meet his deadline, Dostoevsky started to dictate The 
Gambler (based on the passions of his second trip to 
Europe) to a young lady who subsequently became his 
second wife. Again he left Russia, and for the next four 
years in Germany, Switzerland and Italy underwent great 
poverty alrid privation, but also had a period of great 
productivity, writing The Idiot (1867^, The Eternal 
Husband {1870) and beginning The Devils . He returned 
to Russia to finish the last. 

For years he had mercilessly driven himself, hastily 
writing an incredible quantity to meet various pressures 
and obligations, complaining that he w T as exploited, 
rushed, that he had no chance to rework and polish his 
material, to show himself at his best. In the last years 
of his life, when he was already renowmed and sought 
after, his material lot greatly improved. In 1873 he edited 
a periodical. In 1875 he published the weakest of his 
novels. The Adolescent (known in English as A Raw 
Youth), at excellent rates. The year following he began 
to issue serially a public Writer's Diary f reminiscences 
and running commentaries on art, literature, politics, 
and the Russian scene. The Diary had a wide following, 
and was both an intellectual and financial success. The 
last three years of his life w f ere spent on the composition 
of The Brothers Karamazov. While this novel is the 
crowning glory of Dostoevsky's career, he viewed it merely 
as the first volume of a projected novel of much greater 
scope. His death in 1881 was almost an occasion for na¬ 
tional mourning, a fact given authority by the estimated 
40,000 w r ho attended his funeral. 

While Dostoevsky's early works have considerable 
merit, it has become customary to consider the Notes 
from Underground as ushering in his mature produc¬ 
tion, as a prologue to the tragedy depicted in the five 
large novels written subsequently. This view no doubt 
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results from very un-Dostoevskian oversimplification; 
yet the Notes do mark a change in ideas and a refine- 
ment in techniques, 

Dostoevsky had* of course, meditated profoundly on 
the nature of man and had ably expounded his views In 
Jotes from House of the Dead. Now a series of external 
stimuli helped him to recast his thoughts. He had earlier 
abandoned the naive sociological theories that attracted 
him in his youth, not for the imprisonment and depriva¬ 
tion he had suffered for studying them, but because they 
no longer corresponded to his deeper insight into the 
nature of man. His trips abroad disclosed to him the 
corruption of Western Europe, the inadequacy, the blind¬ 
ness of conceiving man and his destiny in terms of 
mechanically ameliorating his lot. In Winter Notes on 
Summer Impressions Dostoevsky already adumbrated the 
beginnings of his own positive views, though he was 
never to state them effectively except in the highly com¬ 
plex and dramatic world of liis novels, 

Meanwhile, the Russian so-called liberal and radical 
camp, basing its arguments on European notions of man’s 
rational]ty and perfectibility, and making utility the 
ultimate criterion for man's achievements, expounded 
its notions and the hope for progress in a series of works 
that infuriated Dostoevsky. The most important of these 
was the novel^ What Is to Be Done?, conceived by its 
author, the critic N. G Chernyshevsky, as an alternate 
version of his projected Encyclopedia of Knowledge and 
Life “in the lightest, most popular spirit, almost "in the 
rorm of a novel, with anecdotes, scenes, pictures, so that 
it will even be read by people who read practically noth¬ 
ing but novels.” There is no other example in world 
literature of so shoddy a work capturing and maintain¬ 
ing its bold on a large section of a country's “reading” 
population—both under the czars and in tile Soviet 
Union, Here the ideas of reason, rationalism, man acting 
for his own advantage, the doctrine of environment, the 
notion of man's perfectibility and his ceaseless striving 
toward a perfect, harmonious society are artlessly re¬ 
peated. In the appendix to this volume the reader will 
find the excerpts from Chernyshevsky's novel pertinent 
to the Notes. Only the lengthy tale of Kryukova's re- 
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generation and reintegration Into society, the immediate 
predecessor for Dostoevsky's satire in the Notes on the 
theme of the redeemed prostitute, is omitted. Every¬ 
thing about the book sounded false to Dostoevsky, As a 
journalist and publicist of great abilities he eagerly wel¬ 
comed the opportunity to criticize the novel in the first 
issue of his new journal The Epoch, The form his criti¬ 
cism finally took was the Notes from Underground. Nat¬ 
urally, mutual recriminations be ween the radical camp 
and Dostoevsky resumed immediately after the publica¬ 
tion of the Notes, A slashing satire on Dostoevsky, his 
journal, and the Notes, ostensibly written by Shchedrin, 
elicited a vigorous rejoinder by Dostoevsky, In the ap¬ 
pendix, both are presented in English for the first time, 1 
The rivalry between Dostoevsky and the liberals con¬ 
tinued for many years, both in periodical literature and 
through easily identifiable references in Dostoevsky's fic¬ 
tion. For there was more than a temporary rift between 
the two—there was a fundamental and irreconcilable 
difference in their views of man. 

This need not imply that Dostoevsky's ideas were 
shaped as a momentary and poinE-by-point refutation of 
his antagonists, for many of these ideas had already been 
formulated elsewhere. But the immediate polemics did 
determine the direction of the Notes. The first section 
of the Notes . the jeering, venomous monologue of the 
narrator, is directed against the basic materialistic and 
scientific assumption of civilization in the nineteenth 
century, and nothing, even the self, is spared from his 
relentless analysis. That view, propounded in Russia by 
Chernyshevsky and others, ho lds that man is good, that 
he seeks his own advanta ge, and wiT Tseek e veryone's 
comm unaTa d vantage ashe becomes more en flgEtened, 
thara"n^w^goI 3 en age, a new Eden, will dawn as soon 
as man behaves according to rational, scientific prin¬ 
ciples. The truths of science are unquestionable and 

1 In addition to the excerpts from Chernyshevsky s novel, the 
satire on Dostoevsky by Shchedrin and rebuttal by Dostoevsky, the 
appendix also contains basic formula Lions of the problems from 
Dostoevsky's Winter Notes on Summer Impressions and excerpts 
from his correspondence indicating the germination and progress 
of the Notes from Underground. 
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final, and lead inexorably to a recognition of doctrines 
of determinism and necessity. 

For Dostoevsky, the tawdry liberalism that resulted 
from these ideas led inevitably to the most barren form 
of utopian socialism founded on man's reason, on his 
ostensible goodness and nobility. Through the narrator 
of the Notes , Dostoevsky draws up a powerful indictment 
of these theories. Man will never desire these things, for 
he is not so constituted. Man is irrational, capricious; he 
refuses to be categorized and limited, precisely because 
he is a man. The narrator scoffs and rails at '‘two times 
two makes four," “the wall," “piano key,” the recurrent 
abstractions that stand for rationalism and scientific de¬ 
terminism, as they indicate to him an inhumanity, a 
reduction of the will, a finality that signifies death. He 
finds further symbols for man's social organization in 
three communal organizations: the anthill, the chicken 
coop and the crystal palace. 

The anthill is a perfect and permanent community 
where each member's instinctive duties and attendant 
rewards are clearly defined. The anthill will never 
change unless nature itself does, for it satisfies the ant's 
physical needs perfectly. But man has a rational faculty 
in addition to physical needs: he will not limit himself 
to his animal nature. Next, through an oblique reference 
to Don Quixote , the narrator proceeds to another pos¬ 
sible form of communal life, the chicken coop—an im¬ 
perfect form of the anthill. It has a deceptive reality 
and must not be accepted as anything more than a 
temporary convenience. For chicken coop we can also 
read apartment blocks, the impersonal and very defec¬ 
tive shelter that man has come to create for himself. 
Finally, there is the Crystal Palace, at that time a recent 
marvel. Constructed of glass and steel for the exposition 
in London, representing the very latest in man's achieve¬ 
ment, it became the symbol of perfection and attainment. 
Dostoevsky objects to its merely mechanical perfection, 
it satisfies man's physical needs, but not his spiritual ones. 
It is only an oversized anthill, a more imposing chicken 
coop. 

Much wider implications lurk beyond these immedi¬ 
ate explanations. They depend upon two antecedent 
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theories. Hegel's formula "All that exists is rational, all 
that is rational exists” and the Hegelian World-Will 
provide the basis for scientific determinism, materialism, 
and the idea of historical progress. Rousseau, the “homme 
de la nature et twrite” who emphasized the individual 
and feelings, opened a whole new era. What had previ¬ 
ously been considered as moral or religious transgression 
could now be examined as a psychological phenomenon 
—mot the less disturbing, but explicable in other terms: 
those of individual reactions, of the individual’s right 
and desire to assert his individuality in the face of so¬ 
ciety, It is but one further step, a step Rousseau fre¬ 
quently took in his own Confessions, to absolve the indi¬ 
vidual and place the blame on his environment. No two 
theories seem at first to be more antithetical. Yet they 
were ultimately combined in such sanguine utopias as 
Chernyshevsky’s, not to mention the more real, short¬ 
lived attempts of Fourier and Saint-Simon. Dostoevsky 
combats both ideas. His author’s footnote identifies the 
narrator as an historical phenomenon that had to spring 
up under particular circumstances, a peculiarly nine' 
teen thee ntury phenomenon. The footnote marks the 
juncture of the two ideas; the text examines the resultant 
moral illness. 

One cause of this illness, and some explanation for 
man’s behavior, lies in urbanism. Dostoevsky, like 
Dickens and Balzac, is primarily a novelist of the city, 
and has fixed an image of Petersburg forever in the 
minds of readers. One of his earliest stories. The Double, 
is subtitled “A Petersburg Poem.” It uses St. Petersburg, 
"the most fantastic and intentional city in the world,” 
as an effective backdrop. Ever since it was founded by 
Peter the Great at the beginning of the eighteenth cen¬ 
tury, few other cities have so dearly symbolized imper¬ 
sonality, man’s willful imposition of an artificial order 
on nature, and the toll it has exacted on man in return. 
Another of Dostoevsky’s early stories. White Nights, em¬ 
phasizes the eerie beauty of St. Petersburg’s gigantic con¬ 
structs, particularly in the summertime, when daylight 
lasts almost throughout the night. In this strange artificial 
setting, man loses touch with nature, distorts the meaning 
of natural phenomena, and ultimately distorts his own 
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personality. Thus snow, a vital element in the Notes , be¬ 
comes dingy, yellow, wet, and all its associations are un¬ 
pleasant. It is never conceived neutrally, much less as 
though it were exhilarating. Similarly, the narrator of 
the Notes incarcerates himself in his quarters. His sallies 
into the open are infrequent and usually not very suc¬ 
cessful. Even opening a window is so rare an event that 
its occurrence in the Notes is highly revealing. 

Dostoevsky considers the consequences of urbanism in 
an even broader sense. His vague political platform, 
formulated at that time and called “Pockvenichestva 1 * 
(from “pockva”- —soil), held that Russians were losing 
their identity and hindering their spontaneous develop¬ 
ment because they had lost touch with their native soil. 
They had substituted abstract, harmful ideas that origi¬ 
nated in Western Europe for their native heritage, and 
these ideas are transmitted and find expression primarily 
in the large cities. The narrator conveniently groups 
them under the rubric “the sublime and the beautiful” 
and they range far beyond Hegel and Rousseau. They 
are modern, philosophical, pseudo-philosophical and hu¬ 
manitarian ideas, primarily from Germany and France. 
While the specific reference seems to be to Kant, the 
“sublime and the beautiful” covers such notions as 
Sehelling's Naturphilosopkie and tile literary produc¬ 
tions of Schiller and German romantics that played an 
important role in the developments of Russian thought 
and literature in the second quarter of the nineteenth 
century. Striving for a vague ideal, surrendering oneself 
to pleasant meditations and feelings, seeking refuge in 
a supersemory realm resulted in the blunting of imme¬ 
diate reactions and responses to actual things, and es¬ 
cape into daydreaming, meditation, fancy. This plays an 
important function in Dostoevsky’s early works and is 
dearly vital to an understanding of the narrator’s per¬ 
sonality, For man’s increased consciousness of himself 
and the impingement of society on his individual life 
force him more and more persistently into daydreams, 
so much so that they interfere with the process of living. 
“We have almost reached the point of looking at actual 
’real life 1 as an effort/’ writes the narrator, “almost as 
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hard work, and we are all privately agreed that it is 
better in books.” 

Nevertheless, consciousness (or conscience, for the 
word in Russian carries two meanings, the cognitive and 
the ethical), through which man distinguishes himself 
from animals, arises from conflict with reality, not from 
abstraction. Consciousness leads, in the narrator’s formu¬ 
lation, to “intensively developed individuality" and in¬ 
volves separation, loneliness, isolation. Such withdrawal, 
however, while desperately' defending the validity of the 
individual, paradoxically recognizes his dependence on 
humanity at large. Insofar as consciousness is an act of 
ratiocination, it precludes action; "Every primary cause 
immediately indicates another, even more primary 
cause,” If finite, scientific thought leads to unacceptable, 
deadly conclusions, then thought can only be considered 
relative and action must be denied, for ail positive asser¬ 
tion indicates limitation. And so modern man must be 
characterless, “neither spiteful nor good, neither scoun¬ 
drel nor noble, neither a hero nor an insect.” Better to 
do nothing than to commit oneself to limitation. Still, 
such a life becomes boring. Out of his impasse and tragic 
isolation, the narrator begins to “create life,” to lose 
himself in imaginary adventures. At the same time he 
stands apart and judges those adventures. In him the 
sublime and grotesque exist side by side; bookish fan¬ 
tasies of himself as noble and generous coexist with 
petty debauchery. The narrator’s desperate solution is 
to refine the realization of one’s despicabllity to such a 
pitch that the anguish it induces becomes an outright 
pleasure. Hyperconsciousness may be a disease, entail¬ 
ing suffering, but man prefers suffering, which is the 
token of his individuality, to a life devoid of suffering 
but also devoid of individuality, hence of humanity. 
This chain of thought, then, asserts the tragedy of mod¬ 
ern man. 

Suffering and the necessity for suffering become a 
mainstay of Dostoevsky’s philosophy. In the Notes he 
introduces one of his most brilliant discoveries, that 
suffering can become an object rather than a result. 
Hyperconsciousness can only find pleasure in the refine- 
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meats of suffering by substituting an aesthetic scheme 
for an ethical one. One no longer questions what is re¬ 
flected—pleasure, pain, good or evil—but rather how 
it is reflected* If one can derive pleasure from the con- 
sdousness of one's pain, and at the same time invent 
situations giving rise to that pain, then one can do with¬ 
out real life. The narrator eventually feels that it would 
be a “superfluous luxury” to apply the emotions in his 
invented adventures to “real life,” He even attempts to 
destroy his last refuge, aesthetic pleasure, by claiming to 
destroy the novel form, as all the traits of the anti-hero 
are gathered in this work on purpose. Yet the final note 
emphasizes that he continues to derive pleasure from 
committing his more painful experiences to paper. 

The whole scheme is of course a barren treadmill. 
The narrator has a dim consciousness of that, too: “It 
is not at all underground that is better, but something 
different, entirely different, for which I long.” Intellect 
alone cannot explain the essence of man. Dostoevsky 
saw that the answer to this paradox lay not in reason but 
in faith, in an acceptance of belief and Christ. We 
gather from the letter to his brother given in the ap¬ 
pendix, that this was clearly indicated in section ten 
of Part I, but that the censor mutilated the passage. 
There are only vague hints left in that chapter. The 
narrator now seeks a "crystal edifice” rather than a "crys¬ 
tal palace”—an acceptable ideal unlike any he has com¬ 
mented on so far. Strange as it may seem, Dostoevsky 
did not restore the cuts when he subsequently repub* 
lished the Notes , and their omission makes the Notes one 
of the gloomiest works in world literature. Nevertheless, 
the omission is just and artistically justified: the nar¬ 
rator, the strange psychological personality displayed 
before us, must be left in limbo. No solution is possible 
for him. 

One can assert this the more surely as the Notes is 
first and foremost a work of fiction, not a philosophical 
tract. While the narrator indubitably comes to symbolize 
modern man, he is primarily a narrator in a confession, 
a literary form particularly favored by Dostoevsky. The 
Notes were first announced under the title A Confession . 
They take the form of an extended monologue, but are 
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fu!l of suggestions of dialogue: "you say/' "you laugh, 
“this is all that you say,” "yes, gentlemen ” and so on. 
Such locutions also appear sporadically in Dostoevsky's 
earlier critical work; they dominate his Diary of a Writer , 
since Dostoevsky's thought and the temper of his mind 
are dialectic to an extraordinary degree. In the Notes , 
however, their function is broader. The narrator, by his 
own admission, is writing a confession, and he maintains 
that the oratorical flourishes simply exist so that he may 
express himself more easily and dearly. But this in 
turn gives the work the illusion of dialogue and makes 
it seem like a sustained polemic with an opponent, as 
if the narrator were anticipating objections. Like all 
confessions, the narrator's confession postulates the ex¬ 
istence of an auditor, but psychologically, the auditor 
here is never passive and cannot be passive for this is a 
confession to one's self—the auditor and the confessor 
are one. The Notes may even be considered as a parody 
of confession which, in religious terms, is ostensibly pre¬ 
ceded by contrition, but here is replaced by proud 
(though atnbi val e n t) sel f-defen se, The co n fess i on is 
Rousseauistic rather than Augustinian, with the added 
temporal notation of Musset's title Confessions d*un 
enfant du siecle. The narrator approves Heine's criti¬ 
cism of Rousseau and of autobiography—that a man will 
lie about himself from sheer vanity—but he also adduces 
it as proof that his own confession is true, unexagger¬ 
ated, since it is not meant for publication. The narrator 
is correct in his contention, but not in the manner he 
thinks. Dostoevsky's psychological insight permits him 
to trace a portrait which is, or can be, clear to the reader 
despite the narrator's evasions, repetitions, contradic¬ 
tions, self-lacerations* At their deepest level the nar¬ 
rator's analyses are honestly meant* That they appear 
not to be so, or to be incorrect, can be attributed to the 
distortion of these analyses and judgments by the nar¬ 
rator's personality. The reader must constantly discount 
the distorting prism, and assess the narrator's incorrect 
judgments about others and himself in terms of what 
they tell about the narrator* The narrator is portrayed 
twice- His own statements account for his actions at one 
level, but his statements are not trustworthy. Dostoevsky 


indicates the profoimder psychological level, which is 
manifest in the contradiction between the narrator's 
analyses and his behavior. Parenthetically, it should be 
pointed out that the narrator's knowledge is not emo¬ 
tional but rational; that although he claims about the 
Notes “it's hardly literature so much as corrective pun¬ 
ishment/' the Notes—unlike those of the Adolescent — 
have no ameliorative or therapeutic value to their os¬ 
tensible author. 

The confessional form also affects the structure of 
the Notes. So long as we consider the Notes as a psycho¬ 
logical portrait, their main interest for the narrator lies 
in the symbolic re-enactment of his experiences in the 
second part. From that point of view, much of the first 
part is simply a false start, an attempt by the narrator 
to present himself to his imaginary audience—or even 
merely to a mirror—in a more attractive light, by parad¬ 
ing before it the brilliance of his intellect. Still, the 
narrators personality is equally evident in both parts. 
In the first, psychology is turned into a polemic against 
intellectual theories; in the second, it is externalized, 
projected onto characters and situations. But the rela¬ 
tionship of the parts is far from mechanical. Part II is a 
continuation as well as a result of Part I, a reply as 
well as an illustration. 

Part I falls into three main sections. The short intro¬ 
duction propounds a number of riddles whose meaning 
will be further developed. Sections two, three and four 
deal with suffering and the enjoyment of suffering; sec¬ 
tions five and six with intellectual and moral vacillation 
and with conscious “inertia 1 —inaction; sections seven 
through nine with theories of reason and advantage; the 
last two sections are a summary and a transition to Part 
II. Similarly, Part II focuses on three incidents. The 
first, the incident with the officer on the Nevsky Prospect 
illustrates the narrator's theories on insults and suffer¬ 
ing; the second, the farewell dinner for Zverkov is clearly 
connected with vacillation and “inertia"; the third and 
most crucial episode, that with the prostitute Liza, is the 
extension and embodiment of the narrator's theories on 
reason and advantage, and of his views on the nature of 
man* While each may start as an illustration of a pre- 
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viously stated idea, it rapidly assumes the richness and 
complexity of human behavior, involving other people, 
other ideas, giving substance to its subject. They show 
man in the throes of irrational impulses, working to his 
own detriment, purposely rejecting proffered solutions. 
Short of analyzing Part II in detail, we may still note 
that in the central episode with Liza, the narrator has 
tried with spectacular success to arouse an ignorant soul 
and has led it out of an acquiescence to, and involve¬ 
ment in, humanity's shoddier side to an appreciation of 
its individuality, value, and stature. The narrator has 
salvaged one life, and in his concern for an "insignifi- 
cam*' person has demonstrated the mainspring of his 
view of man. The success of his effort, both on Liza and 
on himself (for he becomes involved in his own elo¬ 
quence and is moved by it), indicates that he has found 
and developed the basic issues to which man responds. 

The continuation, at his own rooms, even provides the 
solution unsuccessfully sought in Part I. For Dostoevsky, 
only love in its Christian meaning made life bearable. 
The love Liza offers the narrator when she recognizes 
his unhappiness is the climax of the work. It is the high¬ 
est level of relationship reached by the narrator. The 
officer in the first episode had completely ignored him; 
his former classmates had only tolerated him ungra¬ 
ciously; Liza accepts him completely, for she now recog¬ 
nizes him as an unhappy fellow creature. But for the 
narrator, petty motives of vanity, self-revenge, of psy¬ 
chological illness, coupled with the moral illness that, 
for all its rejection of reason, cannot in the final analysis 
accept non-rational theory or religion, all these now 
assert themselves and render Liza’s offer unacceptable. 
He prefers his unhappy state to any solution, and his 
preference is perfectly characteristic in terms of the ar¬ 
tistic work Dostoevsky has presented to the reader. Only 
a formal conclusion is necessary. Even here, however, the 
treadmill continues. The conclusion drives the reader 
back to Part I, the product of "forty years* thought in 
the underground,” to a whole philosophy of tragedy; 
the tragedy of the individual and freedom, the tragedy 
of the historical process, the tragedy of universal evil, 
A number of years after writing the Notes Dostoevsky 
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is reported to have said that the attitudes of the Notes 
were rather too extreme and that it is a point of view 
he has long since passed. Readers of the work, however, 
have all too eagerly accepted the image of the narrator 
as the symbol of modern man, as a prccurser of Exis¬ 
tentialist thought, as themselves. Like the narrator they 
permit themselves a loophole—it is what the narrator 
represents, it is his plight, his intellectual temperament 
that are recognized as their own, but not, usually, his per¬ 
sonality. In fact, however, the two necessarily eomple- 
nient each other. The narrator's figure has so impressed 
itself in the consciousness of readers that he has been 
made into an archetype: criticism rarely speaks of him 
as a "narrator'*—an accepted literary convention—and 
has made him into "the underground man/' 

* * * 

“The Grand Inquisitor" is narrated by another of 
Dostoevsky's brilliant and self-torturing rationalists at a 
crucial point in The Brothers Karamazov, To lift it from 
its context is to distort its meaning, for it too is a highly 
revealing confession by a character and is elsewhere in 
the novel balanced by other confessions, statements, atti¬ 
tudes and actions, both by the author of the legend and 
bv other characters. Even the refutation of its own argu¬ 
ment, contained within "The Grand Inquisitor," will 
primarily appear in logical terms rather than the solu¬ 
tions the novel's dramatic action offers. “The Grand In¬ 
quisitor' is a much richer and fuller episode when read 
in die novel than it can be here. On the other hand, 
juxtaposing it to the Notes more dearly illustrates the 
relationship of the two works. 

The Notes had demonstrated that the laws of history 
and reason show nothing more than man's imperfection. 
Irrational man rejects a human society based only on 
external comfort and historical progress and asserts him¬ 
self by acting against his best interests, merely to assert 
his individuality. In "The Grand Inquisitor" the prob¬ 
lem is stated somewhat differently. As The Brothers 
Karamazov is a theodicy and the legend itself examines 
the meaning and existence of God and religion, human 
behavior is no longer considered in terms of rationality 
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or irrationality, but rather as freedom of choice and its 
consequences. Suffering now is no longer considered in 
terms of a gnawing senseless toothache: it accompanies 
man's search for his essential meaning. It is no longer a 
goal but a necessary, if unfortunate, by-product* 

V. V, Rozanov, a" fervent admirer and disciple of Dos¬ 
toevsky, first maintained that all Dostoevsky's work cul¬ 
minates in the philosophical and religious statement of 
"The Grand Inquisitor” and that the clue to all his 
subsequent fiction is contained in the Notes from Under¬ 
ground . Rozanov inaugurated modem criticism of Dos¬ 
toevsky, and his views are both useful and essentially 
accurate, even though they emphasize the ideological, 
more specifically the religious, in a work, at the expense 
of its artistic fulfillment, 

Rozanov claimed that "The Grand Inquisitor” pre¬ 
sented three basic ideas: i) "Man is weaker and baser 
by nature than You believed him to be”; 2) "How is 
the weak soul to blame that it is unable to receive such 
terrible gifts?” 3) "Then we will give them the quiet 
humble happiness of weak creatures such as they are by 
nature.” They may be considered as extensions of the 
triad—anthill, chicken coop and crystal palace. They 
also depend on a triad of man's fundamental traits— 
reason, feeling and will, and what Dostoevsky considered 
their manifestation in the world—man's search for truth, 
goodness and freedom. While "The Grand Inquisitor 
is based on man's inner demands, it deals primarily with 
historical contradictions rather than with those demands. 
The Inquisitor shapes man's fate on earth by utilizing 
man's weaknesses. True freedom consists in the concord 
of inner impulse and outer action, but the Inquisitor's 
utopia denies the essence of man, for it denies him free¬ 
dom, Christ's repudiation of the devil’s three temptations 
is in turn repudiated by the Inquisitor* He gives man 
bread instead of freedom, miracles rather than true 
faith, and accepts temporal power to maintain the spirit¬ 
ual, Thereby he hopes to eliminate the suffering imposed 
on man in consequence of Christ's overestimate of man s 
capacities. And he will burn at the stake "heretics” who 
reject his order and assert their individuality, Dostoevsky, 
however, exalted freedom at any cost, including suffer- 

xxi 


ing: in the legend Christ will not even censure the 
Inquisitor. If the Inquisitor is to undo his work, the 
impulse must come from within. 

The deepest meaning of "The Grand Inquisitor” is 
thus the metaphysical assertion of man's freedom. A 
more limited meaning lies in its defense of Russian 
Orthodoxy against Roman Catholicism. Dostoevsky felt 
that the doctrine of apostolic succession betrayed and 
denied Christianity, as it hindered man's free striving. 
In "The Grand Inquisitor,” therefore, the Catholic 
Church serves a function similar to that of socialist 
utopias in the Notes* and indeed it must also be read 
as a oideism of those ideas. Further, the legend also 
recapitulates the historical development of political radi¬ 
calism and of the church. It is the religious statement of 
the political principle discovered by Shigalev in Dos¬ 
toevsky's The Demis: that starting with absolute freedom 
one necessarily reaches a position of absolute subjuga¬ 
tion. 

Even in excerpted form, however, the legend com¬ 
municates considerably more than these ideas. The ardor 
of the legend, the persistent image of fire, counteract 
what Rozanov thought was the abstract and generalizing 
tendency' of the mind (Ivan Karamazov's) that com- 

E osed "The Grand Inquisitor.” Surely a tragedy is in- 
erent in the Inquisitor, who has exceeded by a score 
of years man's allotted span and who has reached his 
bitter realization after a lifetime of thought. In The 
Brothers Karamazov the reader may question whether 
the same qualities are inherent in the twenty-Four-year- 
old Ivan. But there, as in "The Grand Inquisitor” and 
Notes from Underground* Dostoevsky ultimately con* 
fronts the reader with the tragic grandeur of man. The 
narrator from “underground” standing at the crossroads 
as the snow settles upon him and the Inquisitor carry* 
ing within him the burning kiss of Christ are the two 
facets displayed here. 

Ralph E. Matlaw 

Princeton University 
December, 1959 
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE 


The Constance Garnett versions of Notes from Under - 
ground and “The Grand Inquisitor" have been thor¬ 
oughly revised. Some changes were made for accuracy 
and consistency; others so that the text might approxi¬ 
mate Dostoevsky's idiosyncratic style. Certain key words 
or turns of speech have always been rendered in the 
same way, even when at times they might have been 
given more idiomatically. Thus “to be conscious" has 
been used where “to recognize" might have seemed 
more desirable stylistically; “after all/* tvhen “indeed/' 
“surely/* “however" and the like might have provided 
pleasing variety. I have changed “Thou" to “You" when¬ 
ever Christ is addressed in “The Grand Inquisitor.' It 
w T Ould have sounded too stilted to use “Thou/' and, 
moreover, would have rendered the Inquisitor's collo¬ 
quial Russian incorrectly. I have, however, retained the 
Biblical overtones and the use of “Thou" in direct quo¬ 
tations from Scripture. In revising, and in translating 
the other selections, I have refrained, where possible, 
from using the quaint locutions, the “little fathers" and 
"muzhiks” that, “complimenting and ducking each to 
other/' occasionally populate English versions of Russian 
literature. On the other hand, I have not hesitated to 
translate into stilted English obvious stylistic infelicities 
or outright ineptitudes, particularly Chemyshevsky's 
prose and in the narrator's torturous monologue from 
“underground/' The resulting errors and the odd hits 
are, of course, mine. 

R. E. M. 
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NOTES FROM UNDERGROUND 












PART ONE 


Underground 1 


I 

I am a sick man . . * X am a spiteful man* I am an un¬ 
pleasant man* I think my liver is diseased* However, 1 
don’t know beans about my disease, and I am not sure 
what is bothering me* I don’t treat it and never have, 
though I respect medicine and doctors. Besides, I am 
extremely superstitious, let’s say sufficiently so to respect 
medicine* (I am educated enough not to be superstitious, 
but I am*) No, I refuse to treat it out of spite. You prob¬ 
ably will not understand that. Well, but / understand it* 
Of course, I can’t explain to you just whom 1 am annoy¬ 
ing in this case by my spite* I am perfectly well aware 
that I cannot "get even” with the doctors by not con¬ 
sulting them* I know better than anyone that I thereby 
injure only myself and no one else. But still, if I don’t 
treat it, it is out of spite. My liver is bad, well then—let 
it get even worse! 

I have been living like that for a long time now- 
twenty years* I am forty now. I used to be in the civil 

1 The author of these notes and the “Notes” themselves are, of 
course, imaginary* Nevertheless, such persons as the writer of these 
notes* not only may, but positively must* exist in our society* con¬ 
sidering those circumstances under which our society was in general 
formed 1 wanted to expose to the public more clearly than it is 
done usually* one of the characters of the recent past. He is one of 
the representatives of the current generation* In this excerpt, en¬ 
titled “Underground," this person introduces himself, his views, and, 
as it were, tries to explain the reasons why he appeared and was 
bound to appear in our midst* In the following excerpt, the actual 
notes of this person about several events in his life, will ap- 
pear. (Fyodor Dostoevsky ) 
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service, but no longer am. I was a spiteful official. I was 
rude and took pleasure in being so. After all, I did not 
accept bribes, so I was bound to find a compensation in 
that, at least. (A bad joke but I will not cross it out. I 
wrote it thinking it would sound very witty; but now 
that 1 see myself that I only wanted to show off in a 
despicable way, I will purposely not cross it out!) When 
petitioners would come to my desk for information I 
would gnash my teeth at them, and feel intense enjoy¬ 
ment when I succeeded in distressing some one. I was 
almost always successful. For the most part they were all 
timid people—of course, they were petitioners. But 
among the fops there was one officer in particular I could 
not endure. He simply would not be humble, and clanked 
his sword in a disgusting way. I carried on a war with 
him for eighteen months over that sword. At last I got 
the better of him. He left off clanking it. However, that 
happened when I was still young. But do you know, 
gentlemen, what the real point of my spite was? Why, 
the whole trick, the real vileness of it lay in the fact that 
continually, even in moments of the worst spleen, I was 
inwardly conscious with shame that I was not only not 
spiteful but not even an embittered man, that I was 
simply frightening sparrows at random and amusing my- 
self by it. 1 might foam at the mouth, but bring me some 
kind of toy, give me a cup of tea with sugar, and I 
would be appeased. My heart might even be touched, 
though probably I would gnash my teeth at myself after¬ 
ward and lie awake at night with shame for months 
after. That is the way I am. 

I was lying when I said just now that I was a spiteful 
official. I was lying out of spice. I was simply indulging 
myself with the petitioners and with the officer, but I 
could never really become spiteful. Every moment I was 
conscious in myself of many, very many elements com¬ 
pletely opposite to that, i felt them positively teeming 
in me. these opposite elements. I knew that they had 
been teeming in me all my life, begging to be let out, but 
I would not let them, would not let them, purposely 
would not let them out. They tormented me till I was 
ashamed; they drove me to convulsions, and finally, they 
bored me, how they bored mel Well, are you not imagin- 
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ing, gentlemen, that 1 am repenting for something now, 
that 1 am asking your forgiveness for something? I am 
sure you are imagining that. However, I assure you it 
does not matter to me if you are. 

Not only could I not become spiteful, I could not even 
become anything: neither spiteful nor kind, neither a 
rascal nor an honest man, neither a hero nor an insect. 
Now, I am living out my life in my corner, taunting my¬ 
self with the spiteful and useless consolation that an 
intelligent man cannot seriously become anything and 
that only a fool can become something. Yes, an intelligent 
man in the nineteenth century must and morally ought 
to be pre-eminently a characterless creature; a man of 
character, an active man, is pre-eminently a limited 
creature. That is the conviction of my forty years. I am 
forty years old now, and forty years, after all, is a whole 
lifetime; after all, that is extreme old age. To live longer 
than forty years is bad manners; it is vulgar, immoral. 
Who does live beyond forty? Answer that, sincerely and 
honestly. I will tell you who do: fools and worthless 
people do. I tell all old men that to their face, all those 
respectable old men, all those silver-haired and reverend 
old men! I tell the whole world that to its face. I have 
a right to say so, for I’ll go on living to sixty myself. I’ll 
live till seventyl Till eighty! Wait, let me catch my 
breath. 

No doubt you think, gentlemen, that I want to amuse 
you. You are mistaken in that, too. I am not at all such 
a merry person as you imagine, or as you may imagine; 
however, if irritated by all this babble (and I can feel that 
you are irritated) you decide to ask me just who I am—- 
then my answer is, I am a certain low-ranked civil 
servant. 1 was in the service in order to have something 
to eat (but only for that reason), and when last year a 
distant relation left me six thousand roubles in his will 
I immediately retired from the service and settled down 
in my corner. I used to live in this corner before, but 
now I have settled down in it. My room is a wretched, 
horrid one on the outskirts of town. My servant is an old 
country-woman, spiteful out of stupidity, and, more¬ 
over, she always smells bad. I am told that the Peters¬ 
burg climate is bad for me, and that with my paltry 
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means it is very expensive to live in Petersburg. I know 
all that better than all these sage and experienced coun¬ 
sellors and monitors. But I am going to stay in Peters¬ 
burg. I will not leave Petersburg! I will not leave 
because . . . Bah, after all it does not matter in the least 
whether I leave or stay. 

But incidentally, what can a decent man speak about 
with the greatest pleasure? 

Answer: About himself. 

Well, then, I will talk about myself. 

II 

Now I want to tell you, gentlemen, whether you care to 
hear it or not, why I could not even become an insect, I 
tell you solemnly that I wanted to become an insect 
many times. But I was not even worthy of that. I swear 
to you, gentlemen, that to be hyperconscious is a disease, 
a real positive disease. Ordinary human consciousness 
would be too much for man's everyday needs, that is, 
half or a quarter of the amount which falls to the lot 
of a cultivated man of our unfortunate nineteenth cen¬ 
tury, especially one who has the particular misfortune 
to inhabit Petersburg, the most abstract and intentional 
city in the whole world. {There are intentional and un¬ 
intentional cities.) It would have been quite enough, for 
instance, to have the consciousness by which all so-called 
straightforward persons and men of action live. I'll bet 
you think I am writing all this to show off, to be witty 
at die expense of men of action; and what is more, that 
out of ill-bred showing-off, I am clanking a sword, like 
my officer. But, gentlemen, whoever can pride himself on 
his diseases and even show off with them? 

However, wdiat am I talking about? Everyone does 
that. They do pride themselves on their diseases, and I, 
perhaps, more than any one. There is no doubt about it: 
my objection was absurd. Yet just the same, I am ffrmiy 
convinced not only that a great deal of consciousness, 
but that any consciousness is a disease. I insist on it. Let 
us drop that, too, for a minute. Tell me this: why did it 
happen that at the very, yes, at the very moment when I 
was most capable of recognizing every refinement of "all 
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the sublime and beautiful," as we used to say atone 
time, I would, as though purposely, not only fee! but 
such hideous things, such that—well, 111 $hoit f such as 
everyone probablv does but which, as though purposely, 
occurred to me at the very time when I was most con¬ 
scious that they ought not to be done. The more con¬ 
scious 1 was of goodness, and of all that sublime an 
beautiful," the more deeply I sank into my mire and the 
more capable I became of sinking into u completely. 
But the main thing was that ail this did not seem to 
occur in me accidentally, but as though it had to be so. 
As though it were my most normal condition, and not in 
the least disease or depravity, so that finally 1 even lost 
the desire to struggle against this depravity. It ended by 
my almost believing (perhaps actually believing) that 
probably this was really my normal condition. But at 
first, in the beginning, that is, what agonies I suffered 
in that struggle! I did not believe that others went 
through the "same things, and therefore i hid this fact 
about myself as a secret all my life. I was ashamed (per¬ 
haps I am even ashamed now). I reached the point of 
feeling a sort of secret abnormal, despicable enjoyment 
in returning home to my comer on some disgusting 
Petersburg night, and being acutely conscious that that 
day I had again done something loathsome, that what 
was done could never be undone, and secretly, inwardly 
gnaw, gnaw at myself for it, nagging and consuming my¬ 
self till at last the bitterness turned into a sort of shame¬ 
ful accursed sweetness, and finally into real positive en¬ 
joyment! Yes, into enjoyment, into enjoyment. I insist 
upon that. And that is why I have started to speak be- 
cause 1 keep wanting to know for a fact whether other 
people feel such an enjoyment. Let me explain: the en¬ 
joyment here consisted precisely in the hyperconscious- 
ness of one’s own degradation; it was from feeling 
“eU that one had retched the last barrier, that it was 
nasty, but that it could not be otherwise; that you no 
longer had an escape; that you could never become a 
different person; that even if there remained enough time 
and faith for you to change mto something else you 
probably would not want to change; or if you did want 
to even then you would do nothing; because perhaps in 
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nonplussed in the presence of his antithesis that with all 

i if erCOn ? C1 ° USne5S he g enuinel r thinks of himself as 
se and not a man. It may be a hyperconscious 
mouse., yet it is a mouse, while the other is? man and 
therefore, etc. And the worst is, he himself, his very own 

Andfhf ^ mSeif 35 3 mouse - No one him to 
do so. And that is an important point. Now let us loot 

“ a too OI ?; L H et - us ? uppose , j for instance ’ th ^ 


renav X ' l ‘P The base ' «asty desire to 
repay with spite whoever has offended it, rankles perhaps 

Sli Sf/w? 111 , han “ l ' homm e de la nature ? et 

flf.f' because 1 homme de la nature et de la verite 
though lus innate stupidity looks upon his revenue as 
justice pure and simple; while in consequence of his 

iferfT the ^ USe d ° eS not S5? in the 
E *£ of r7° n C ° m l at las ; lo lhe deed ^ to the 

nastirfess rhf ^ g Apart from ** one fundamental 
s the unfortunate mouse succeeds in creatine- 
around it so many other nastinesses in the form of doubt? 
and questions, adds to the one question s^manv un 

' “' ort of S ?“ inevitably work, op around 
‘M, s , on °. f fataI bre *> a stinking mess, made up of its 

£ t* thf Sel ff nd 0f the conte ®Pt spa P t upon 

n ny the straightforward men of action who stand 

Sft ?b ! 0U Vl 35 -if §es and arbit rators, laughing at 
t ill their healthy sides ache. Of course the only thin* 

and f -,i “ t0 ., dlsr ° lss aU that with a wave of its paw^ 
and, with a smile of assumed contempt in which it does 

mousehole b Tr e * Creep Piously into its 

mouse-hole. There, in its nasty, stinking, underground 

home our insulted crushed and ridiculed mouse plfmmlv 

becomes absorbed in cold, malignant and aCov??// 

everlasting spite. For forty year? together if °?I f 

dSf r !? mjU ^ down to tbe smallest, most shameful 

sham^r? GVe 7 T e wU1 add . itself, details Smore 
shameful, spitefully teasing and irritating itself with its 
own imagination. It will be ashamed of its own fancif 
but yet , t will recall everything, it will go over it 
d again, it will invent lies against itself pretending that 
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those things might have happened, and will forgive 
nothing. Maybe it will begin to revenge itself, wo, 
but, as it were, piecemeal, in trivia1 ways, from be _ 
the stove, incognito, without believing either mitsown 
right to vengeance, or in the success of its revenge, k n 
int beforehand that from all its efforts at revenge it will 
suffer a hundred times more than he on whom it re¬ 
venges itself, while he, probably will not even feel it. On 
its deathbed it will recall it all over again, with interest 
accumulated over all the years. But it is just in that 
cold, abominable half-despair, half-belief, in that con¬ 
scious burying oneself alive for grief in the underworld 
for forty years, in that hyperconsciousness and yet to 
some extent doubtful hopelessness of one's position, m 
that hell of unsatisfied desires turned inward, in that 
fever of oscillations, of resolutions taken for ever an 
regretted again a minute later—that the savor of that 
strange enjoyment of which I have spoken lies. It is so 
subtil, sometimes so difficult to analyze consciously, that 
somewhat limited people, or simply people with strong 
nerves, will not understand anything at all in it. Possi¬ 
bly " you will add on your own account with a grin, 
“people who have never received a slap in the face will 
not understand it either,” and in that way you will 
politely hint to me that I, too, perhaps, have been 
slapped in the face in my life, and so I speak as an 
expert. I’ll bet that you are thinking that. But set your 
minds at rest, gentlemen, I have not received a slap in 
the face, though it doesn’t matter to me at all what you 
may think about it. Possibly, I even myself regret that I 
have given so few slaps in the face during my life. But 
enough, not another word on the subject of such extreme 

interest to vou* ,, 

1 will continue calmly about people with strong nei ves 
who do not understand a certain refinement of enjoy¬ 
ment. Though in certain circumstances these gentlemen 
bellow their loudest like bulls, though this, let us sup¬ 
pose, does them the greatest honor, yet, as I have already 
said, confronted with the impossible they at once resign 
themselves. Does the impossible mean the stone wall. 
What stone wall? Why, of course, the laws of nature, the 
conclusions of natural science, of mathematics. As soon as 
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frvfXi P 10 ' e y°^ instance, that you are descended 

fact When^hJi tien U is no u f e cowling, accept it as a 
tact. V\ hui they prove to you that in reality one drop of 

your own fat must be dearer to you than a hundred 
thousand of your fellow creatures, and that this con¬ 
clusion is the final solution of all so-called virtues and 

- SUCh - raVinsS ? nd prejudices, then you 
f . acc ept it, you can't do anything about it, be- 

refutingk Umes tWO U 3 Iaw of matJiema “cs. Just try 

"5“ l . really,” they will shout at you, “there is no use 
L. “"Jf’ M 15 a , case of two lij nes two makes four! 

d ” ot ask ,.y, our permission, your wishes, and 
V 7 ou Ilke or dls!l ke her laws does not concern her. 
are bound c ° areept her as she is, and consequently 
^ h e r conclusions. A wall, you see, is a wall-etc. 
etc. Good God! but what do I care about the laws of 
nature and arithmetic, when, for some reason, I dislike 
those laws and the fact that two times two makes four? 
Of course I cannot break through a wall by battering my 
head against it if I really do not have the strength to 
break through it, but I am not going to resign rnyfelf to 
enough ^ because it is a stone wall and I am not strong 

As though such a stone wall really were a consolation, 
and really did contain some word of conciliation, if only 
because it is as true as two times two makes four. Oh, ab¬ 
surdity of absurdities! How much better it is to under¬ 
stand it all, to be conscious of it ail, all the impossibilities 
and the stone walls, not to resign yourself to a single one 
ot those impossibilities and stone walls if it disgults you 
to resign yourself; to reach, through the most inevitable 
logical combinations, the most revolting conclusions on 
die everlasting theme that you are yourself somehow to 
Mame even for the stone wall, though again it is as clear 
as day you are not to blame in the least, and therefore 
grinding your teeth in silent impotence sensuously to 
sink into inertia, brooding on the fact that it turns out 
that there is even no one for you to feel vindictive 
against, that you have not. and perhaps never will have 
an object for your spite, dial it is a sleight-of-hand, a 
bit of juggling, a card-sharpers trick, that it is simply a 
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mess no knowing what and no knowing who, but in 
spite of all these uncertainties, and jugglmgs, still 
fan ache in you, and the more you do not know, the 

worse the ache, 

IV 

“Ha, ha, hal Next you will find enjoyment in a tooth- 

30 “Well^S^what? Therl is enjoyment even in a tooth¬ 
ache j answer. 1 had a toothache for a whole month 
and I know there is. In that case, of ouwJPfjJ ™ 
not spiteful in silence, they moan, but these are n 
cinrprp moans they are malicious moans, and the ma 
SdouLThthe wUe point. The f sufferer st enjgj^t 
finds expression in those moans; if he did not feet e 
iovment in them he would not moan. It is a good ex¬ 
ample gentlemen, and I will develop it. The moans 
express Fn the first place all the aimlessness of your pam, 
which is so humiliating to your consciousness; the whole 
legal system of Nature on which you spit disdatrdully, of 
course,' but from which you suffer all the same whxU she 
does riot They express the consciousness that you have 
no en^my, bm y that you do have a pain; the consciousness 
thathi spite of all the dentists in the world you are m 
co mpl e te^sl a very to your teeth; that if someone wishes 
it your teeth will leave off aching, and if he does not 
they will go on aching another three months; and d 1 
finally if you still disagree and still protest, all that is 
left you for your own gratification ts to thrash yourself 
or beat your wall with your fist as hard as you can, and 
absolutely nothing more. Well then, these mortal insults, 
these jeers on the part of someone unknown, end at last 
£ an J en oyment which sometimes reaches the highest 
degree of sensuality. I beg you, gentlemen to listen 
sometimes to the moans of an educated man of the nine¬ 
teenth century who is suffering from a toothache, par¬ 
ticularly on the second or third day of the at ^ck, w 
hpk alreadv begun to moan not as he moaned on the 

to day, dial isTnot simply h = ha! a i 00 '"' 

ache not hast as any coaise peasant might moan, but as 
a man affected by progress and European civilization, 
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man who is “divorced from the soil and the national 
principles, as they call it these days. His moans become 
nasty, disgustingly spiteful, and go on for whole days and 

befefii fta he «h.tt dSS 

f k * f ? s moans; he knows better than any- 

and irTitarin S hi ™se]f and 
otners in yam, he knows tliat even the audience for 

HsferT > he vr himseJf and his whole family now 

second' loatl V ng ’ do 1301 believe him'for a 
£ at dee P down *ey understand that he 
o ^ moan differently, more simply, without trills and 
flourishes, and that he is only indulging himself like that 

sl toSVef o£ ^w Suaiitr^u %. 

ciseJy m all these consciousnesses and infamies. “It seems 
I am troublmg you, I am lacerating your hearts 7Z 

then 1 vouToo 0 ? 6 1“ the h ° Use awake - y Well, stay’awake 
Iarn y Zn' 1 feel u Ve P ' lmnute that 1 have a toothache. 

1 am no longer the hero to you now that I tried to 

^Vel Me t1k°be " asty P erson > a scoundrel. 

i u v f ay ' then I I am very glad that you 

see through me. Is it nasty for you to hear mv frmi 

moans? Well, let it be nasty, Here I will let you have an 
even nastier flourish in a minute. . . You'still do not 
understand, gentlemen? No, it seems our development 

Ssssrrr must go further to und ers ta ?d a n 

uXZ m ^° £ tlus , sensuali ty. You laugh? I am de- 
!m^ ted ' '^ y J i° ke ?’ P ntleraen > a « of course in bad taste 
xmeven involved lacking self-confidence. But of course 
that is because I do not respect myself. Can a man with 
consciousness respect himself at all? 


Come, can a man who even attempts to find enjoyment in 
the very feeling of self-degradation really have iny™* 

sMdkM f ai? 1 am , Sayin S thi * now from anv in- 
of . remorse * ■And. indeed, I could never endure 
to say Forgive me. Daddy, I won't do it again,” not be- 
cause 1 was incapable of saying it, but, on 'the contrary 

fwaTS A e s Ca th^ t0 ° Capable ° fit ’ and in w hac 
trnuhU 1 A though on purpose I used to get into 
trouble on occasions when I was not to blame in the 
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faintest wav That was the nastiest part of it. At the 

It is loathsome to remember it all, (h 

even then Of course, in a minute or so I would realize wim 
S that it was all a lie, a lie, an affected, revolting he, 
that is all this repentance, all these emotions, these 
wis to reform. Ami if you ask why 1 worried and 
tortured mvself that way, the answer is because it was 
verv dull to twiddle one’s thumbs, and so one began 
cSingTapers That is really it. Observe yourselves more 
carefully gentlemen, then you will understand that that s 
rio-ht' /invented adventures for myself and made up a 
5fe 'J “.olive .> least in some way. How many time, 
ir has happened to me—well, for instance, to take offence 
«on pnrpose; and owlkno«, oneselt 
of course, that one is offended at nothing, that o e 
pretending, but yet one brings oneself, at last, to the 
nolnt of really being offended. .All my life 1 have had an 
impulse to play such pranks, so that in the end, I could 
nTcontm/it in myself. Another time, twice, in fact I 
Kd to force myself to fall in love. even suffM 
gentlemen, I assure you. In the depth o my k 

not believe in my suffering, there was a stir of mockery, 
but yet I did suffer, and in the real, regular way ™ 
iealous, I was beside mvself, and it was all out of bore- 
iom genUemen, all out of boredom.; 
me After all, the direct, legitimate, immediate 
consciousness is inertia, that is, conscious tbumb twid- 
dling I have referred to it already, 1 repeat, I repeat it 
emphatically; all straightforward persons and men of 
action are active just because they are stupid and limited. 
How can that be explained? This way: as a result of t leir 
limitation they take immediate and secondary causes for 
primary ones? y and in that way persuade themselves more 
quickly and easily than other people do that they have 
found Y an infallible basis for their activity, and their 
minds are at ease and that, you know, is the most im- 
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havl ant tIlin §' be S in t0 act > you know, you must first 
of I?r r i n f Und cor "P ] f, teI y at ease and without a trace 
of doubt left m u. Well, how am 1, for example to set 

Hm ITbSiS 1: wY here are the p rfraar >' 

them f^ b , r d ' Wh ? re are m y bases? Where am I to get 
them from. I exerase myself in the process of thinking 
nd consequently with me every ptimarv cause at once 

t • y ‘ That “ P reciseI y th e essence of every sort of 
consciousness and thinking. It must be a case of the laws 

? ' na£ure ag ain - In what does it finally result? Why just 
the same. Remember I spoke just now of venSfl 
am sure you did not grasp that.) I said that a man re- 
venges himself because he finds justice in it. Therefore 
JfJj“ i OU f d \ primary cause, found a basis, to wit 

aS/ht d «?rf h « 15 5°™P letel y set a£ rest, and conse¬ 
quently he carries out his revenge calmly and success- 

"L be « convinced that hi is doing a just and 

no Zr? 5 ‘ BU£ ' a11 ' 1 see no )>*** in it I find 

“ aor , of V]rtue » ^ either, and consequently if I 

sS P nf revenge k wouId onI y be ° ut °£ spite. 

Spite, of course, might overcome everything all mv 
tn fnlJe ofT^ COilsec i ueml y serv e 9 ^te successfully 
a came Buf Ihaf 1 *" 7 ?“?* pre . c , isel >' because ic « not 

snite i^t L Can be . d ° ne i£ 1 d0 no£ eve n have 

spite (after ail I began wuh that just now)? 4gain in 

consequence of those accursed laws of consciousness ’mv 
spue is subject to chemical disintegration. You look into 
, the object flies off into air, your reasons evaporate the 
i ™ ma J 15 not . to be found, the insult becomes 'fate 
ra£he u r dian an tnsult, something like the toothache for 
which no one is to blame, and consequently SiTret^CnW 
the same outlet left again-that is/to belt &e waS J 

“ y° u can - So you give it up as hopeless because 
you have not found a fundamental cause. And try letting 

om^eflelv Camed , awa y b y y° u r feelings, blindly, witf? 

ut reflection without a primary cause, repelling con¬ 
sciousness ft least for a time; hate or love, if only not to 
sit and twiddle your thumbs. The day after tomorrow 
at the latest, you will begin despising yourself for having 
knowingly deceived yourself. The rlilt-a soa^bubSf 
and inertia. Oh, gentlemen, after all, perhaps I Consider 
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mvsel£ an intelligent man only because all my life I have 
been able neither to begin nor to finish anything. 
Granted, granted I am a babbler, a harmless annoying 
babbler, like all of us. But what is to be done it the 
direct and sole vocation of every intelligent man is 
babble, that is, the intentional pouring of water through 
a sieve? 


VI 

Oh, if I had done nothing simply out of laziness! 
Heavens, how I would have respected myself then. I 
would have respected myself because I would at least 
have been capable of being lazy; there would at Least 
have been in me one positive quality, as it were, m which 
I could have believed myself* Question: Who is he? 
Answer: A loafer. After all, it would have been pleasant 
to hear that about oneself! It would mean that I was 
positively defined, it would mean that there was some¬ 
thing to be said about me, "Loafer”—why, after all, it is 
a calling and an appointment, it is a career, gentlemen. 
Do not joke, it is so. I would then, by rights, be a member 
of the best club, and would occupy myself only in con- 
tinually respecting myself. I knew a gentleman who 
prided himself all his life on being a connoisseur of 
Lafitte He considered this as his positive virtue, and 
never doubted himself. He died, not simply with a tran¬ 
quil but with a triumphant conscience, and he was com¬ 
pletely right. I should have chosen a career for myself 
then too: I would have been a loafer and a glutton, not 
a simple one, but, for instance, one in sympathy wi 
everything good and beautiful. How do you like that? I 
have long had visions of it. That '‘sublime and beautiful 
weighs heavily on my mind at forty. But that is when 
I am forty, while then—oh, then it would have been 
different! I would have found myself an appropriate 
occupation, namely, to drink to the health of everything 
sublime and beautiful. I would have seized every oppor¬ 
tunity to drop a tear into my glass and then to dram it 
to all that is sublime and beautiful. I would then have 
turned everything into the sublime and the beautiful; I 
would have sought out the sublime and the beautiful in 
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the nastiest, most unquestionable trash. I would have 
become as tearful as a wet sponge. An artist, for instance, 
paints Ge's picture. 2 At once I drink to the health of the 
artist who painted Ge’s picture, because I love all that is 
sublime and beautiful." An author writes “Whatever 
You Like” ®; at once I drink to the health of “Whatever 
You Like” because I love all that is "sublime and 
beautiful." I would demand respect for doing so, I would 
persecute anyone who would not show me respect. I 
would live at ease, I would die triumphantly—why, after 
all, it is charming, perfectly charming! And what a bellv 
I would have grown, what a triple chin I would have 
established, what a red nose I would have produced for 
mysell, so that every passer-by would have said, looking 
at me: “Here is an asset! Here is something really posi¬ 
tive!" And, after all, say what you like, it is very pleasant 
to hear such remarks about oneseli' in this negative a^e 
gentlemen. ° 6 ’ 

VII 

But these are all golden dreams. Oh, tell me, who first 
declared, who first proclaimed, that man only does nasty 
things because he does not know his own real interests; 
and that if he were enlightened, if his eyes were opened 
to Ins leal normal interests, man would at once cease to 
do nasty things, would at once become good and noble be¬ 
cause, being enlightened and understanding his real ad¬ 
vantage, he would see his own advantage in the good and 
nothing else, and we all know that not a single man can 
knowingly act to his own disadvantage. Consequently, 
so to say, he won Id begin doing good through necessity. 
Oh, the babe! Oh, the pure, innocent child! Why, in the 
hist place, when in all these thousands of years has there 
ever been a time when man has acted only for his own 

3 N. N, Ge exhibited his "Last Supper" in 1863. Dostoevsky thought 
it a faulty conception. The sentence makes no grammatical sense 
and ma, refer to Shchedrin s article on the painting, wherein its 
meaning is further distorted so that, in a sense, "a new picture" is 
created. 

3 An article on improving man written by Shchedrin, in 1869 See 
Appendix;, 
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advantage? What is to be done with the millions of gets 
that bear witness that men, knowingly, that is, fully 
understanding their real advantages, have left them in the 
background and have rushed headlong on another pat , 
to risk, to chance, compelled to this course by nobody 
and by nothing, but, as it were, precisely because they 
did not want the beaten track, and stubbornly, wilful y, 
went off on another difficult, absurd way seeking it al¬ 
most in the darkness. After all, it means that this stub- 
bomness and willfulness were more pleasant to them than 
any advantage. Advantage! What is advantage. 
you take it upon Yourself to define with perfect accuracy 
in exactly wfiat the advantage of man consists of? And 
what if it so happens that a man’s advantage sometimes 
not only may, but even must, consist exaedy in his de¬ 
siring under certain conditions what is harmful to him¬ 
self and not what is advantageous. And if so, if there can 
be such a condition then the whole principle becomes 
worthless. What do you think—are there such cases? You 
laugh; laugh away, gentlemen, so long as you answer me. 
have man’s advantages been calculated with perfect 
certainty? Are there not some which not only have been 
included but cannot possibly be included under any 
classification? After all, you, gentlemen, so far as 1 know, 
have taken your whole register of human advantages 
from the average of statistical figures and scienuiic- 
economic formulas. After all, your advantages are pros¬ 
perity, wealth, freedom, peace—and so on, and so on. bo 
that a man who, for instance, would openly and know¬ 
ingly oppose that whole list would, to your thinking, and 
indeed to mine too, of course, be an obscurantist or an 
absolute madman, would he not? But, after all, here is 
something amazing: why does it happen that all these 
statisticians, sages and lovers of humanity, when thev ca- 
culate human advantages invariably leave one out? They 
don’t even take it into their calculation in the form in 
which it should be taken, and the whole reckoning de¬ 
pends upon that. There would be no great harm to take 
it, this advantage, and to add it to the list. But the 
trouble is, that this strange advantage does not fall under 
any classification and does not figure in any list. For 
instance, I have a friend. Bah, gentlemen! But after all he 
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® >°“ r T 6 ’ t00; and indeed there is one, no one, 

un^- he u- not a , friendl When he prepares for any 
undo taking this gentleman immediately explains to you! 

P°^f us y , a £ d clearly, exactly how he must act in ac- 
m dan , Ce ^ laws °* reason and truth. What is 
more, he will talk to you with excitement and passion of 
the real normal interests of man; with irony lie will re- 
proach the short-sighted fools who do notundmtaid 
their own advantage, for the true significance of virtue- 
and, within a quarter of an hour, without any sudden 
, pr ° V ? ca ^? n ' , bu£ P reci sel> through that some- 
whjch . ls stronger than all his advantages, 
® §° °. ff on 9“ lte a different tack—that is, act di- 

rectly opposite to what he has just been saying himself, 
^ p f° smon E0 the laws of reason, in opposition to his 
n advantage in fact, in opposition to everything. I 

theref^ my 15 a compound personality, and 
therefore it is somehow difficult to blame him as an 

^ ie faCt “* § entlemen - it seems that some- 
^ , 18 dearer to almost every man than his greatest 

advantages must really exist, or {not to be illogical) there 
“ost-advantageous advantage (the very one' omit¬ 
ted of which we spoke just now) which is more important 
whlTT adYamage0US than ail other advantages, for 

to all laws 3 man f s . read y t0 act in opposition 

nrn=;J a y * m ?PP osmon to reason, honor, peace, 
^ “t S r 0rt * *" 0 PP osl tion to all those wonder- 
hil and useful things if only he can attain that funda- 

thanaU advama £ eous advantage which is dearer to 

“Well, but it is still advantage just the same," you will 
retor . But excuse me, I’ll make the point clear! and it 

k I m? 2 °J a P ay ° n WOrds ’ but whaE really matters 
1 ,1 t hiS 5 acl vantage is remarkable from the very fact 
that it breaks down all our classifications, and continu- 

f!/,S. tCrS a the / yste ™ s evolved by lovers of mankind 
01 the happiness of mankind. In short, it interferes with 
everything. But before I mention this advantage to you 
t l!!ni to compromise myself personally, and therefore 
I boldly declare that all these fine systems—all these 
theones for explaining to mankind its real normal inter¬ 
ests, so that inevitably striving to obtain these interests 
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it may at once become good and noble—are, In inv 
opinion, so far, mere logical exercises 1 Yes, logical exer¬ 
cises. After all, to maintain even this theory of the re¬ 
generation of mankind by means of its own advantage, 
is, after all, to my mind almost the same thing as—as to 
claim, for instance, with Buckle, that through civilization 
mankind becomes softer, and consequently less blood¬ 
thirsty, and less fitted for warfare. Logically it does not 
seem to follow from his arguments. But man is so fond of 
systems and abstract deductions that he is ready to distort 
the truth intentionally, he is ready to deny what he can see 
and hear just to justify his logic. 1 take this example 
because it is the most glaring instance of it. Only look 
about you: blood is being spilled in streams, and in the 
merriest way, as though it were champagne. Take the 
whole of the nineteenth century in which Buckie lived. 
Take Napoleon—both the Great and the present one. 
Take North America—the eternal union. Take farcical 
Schleswig-Holstein. And what is it that civilization 
softens in us? Civilization only produces a greater variety 
of sensations in man—and absolutely nothing more. And 
through the development of this variety, man may even 
come to find enjoyment in bloodshed. After all, it has al¬ 
ready happened to him. Have you noticed that the subtlest 
slaughterers have almost always been the most civilized 
gentlemen, to whom the various Attilas and Stenka Ra- 
zins could never hold a candle, and if they are not so con¬ 
spicuous as the Attilas and Stenka Razins it is precisely 
because they are so often met with, are so ordinary and 
have become so familiar to us. In any case if civilization 
has not made man more bloodthirsty, it has at least made 
him more abominably, more loathsomely bloodthirsty 
than before. Formerly he saw justice in bloodshed and 
with his conscience at peace exterminated whomever he 
thought he should. And now while we consider blood¬ 
shed an abomination, we nevertheless engage in this 
abomination and even more than ever before. Which is 
worse? Decide that for yourselves. It is said that Cleopatra 
(pardon the example from Roman history) was fond of 
sticking gold pins into her slave-girls' breasts and derived 
enjoyment from their screams and writhing. You will say 
that that occurred in comparatively barbarous times; 
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that these are barbarous times too, because (also com¬ 
paratively speaking) pins are stuck in even now; that 
even though man has now learned to see more clearly 
occasionally than in barbarous times, he is still far from 
having accustomed himself to act as reason and science 
would dictate. But all the same you are fully convinced 
that he will inevitably accustom himself to it when he 
gets completely rid of certain old bad habits, and when 
common sense and science have completely re-educated 
human nature and turned it in a normal direction. You 
are confident that man will then refrain from erring 
intentionally; and will, so to say, willy-nilly, not want 
to set his will against his normal interests. More than 
that: then, you say, science itself will teach man (though 
to my mind that is a luxury) that he does not really have 
eithei caprice or will of his own and that he has never 
had it, and that he himself is something like a piano key 
or an organ stop, and that, moreover, laws of nature 
exist in this world, so that everything he does is not 
clone by his will at all, but is done by itself, according to 
the laws of nature. Consequently we have only to discover 
these laws of nature, and man will no longer be responsi¬ 
ble for his actions and life will become exceedingly easy 
tor nun. All human actions will then, of course, be tabu¬ 
lated according to these laws, mathematically, like tables 
of logarithms up to io8 ? ooo, and entered in a table; or, 
better still, there would he published certain edifying 
works like the present encyclopedic lexicons, in which 
everything will be so clearly calculated and designated 
that there will be no more incidents or adventures in the 
world. 

Then- it is still you speaking—new economic rela¬ 
tions will be established, all ready-made and computed 
with mathematical exactitude, so that every possible 
question will vanish in a twinkling, simplv because 
every possible answer to it will be provided* Then the 
crystal palace will be built. Then—well, in short, those 
will be halcyon days* Of course there is no guaranteeing 
(this is my comment now) that it will not be, for instance? 
terribly boring then (for what will one have to do when 
everything is calculated according to the table?) but on 
the other hand everything will be extraordinarily ra- 
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ti'rmal Of course boredom may lead you to anything. 
After all, boredom even sets one to sticking gold pins 
into people, but all that would not matter. What is bad 
(this is my comment again) is that for all I know people 
will be thankful for the gold pins then. After all, man is 
stupid, phenomenally stupid. Or rather he is not stupic. 
at all, but he is so ungraceful that you could not find 
another like him in all creation. After all, it would not 
surprise me in the least, if, for instance, suddenly for no 
reason at all, general rationalism in the midst of the 
future, a gentleman with an ignoble, or rather with a 
reactionary and ironical, countenance were to arise and, 
putting his arms akimbo, say to us all: “What do you 
think, gentlemen, hadn't we better kick oyer all that 
rationalism at one blow, scatter it to the winds, just to 
send these logarithms to the devil, and to let us live once 
more according to our own foolish will!” That again 
would not matter; but what is annoying is that after all 
he would be sure to find followers—such is the nature of 
man. And all that for the most foolish reason, which, 
one would think, was hardly worth mentioning: that is, 
that man everywhere and always, whoever he may be, has 
preferred to act as he wished and not in die least as his 
reason and advantage dictated. Why, one may choose 
what is contrary to one’s own interests, and sometimes 
one positively ought (that is my idea). Ones own free 
unfettered choice, one’s own fancy, however wild it may 
be, one’s own fancy worked up at times to frenzy— 1 why 
that is that very “most advantageous advantage’' which 
we have overlooked, which comes under no classification 
and through which all systems and theories are continu¬ 
ally being sent to the devil. And how do these sages 
know that man must necessarily need a rationally ad¬ 
vantageous choice? What man needs is simply independ¬ 
ent choice, whatever that independence may cost and 
wherever it may lead. Well, choice, after all, the devil 
only knows . . . 
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“Hal hal hal But after all, if you like, in reality, there 
is no such thing as choice,” you will interrupt with a 
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laugh, “Science has even now succeeded in analyzing 
man to such an extent that we know already that choice 
than" S Cllied free£lom oE will are nothing other 

Wait, gentlemen, I meant to begin with that myself. I 
admit that I was even frightened. I was just going to 
shout that after all the devil only knows what choice 
depends on, and that perhaps that was a very good thing 
but I remembered the teaching of science—and pulled 
myself up. And here you have begun to speak. After all, 
really, well, if some day they truly discover a formula for 
all our desires and caprices—that is, an explanation of 
what they depend upon, by what laws they arise, just 
how they develop, what they are aiming at in one case 
or another and so on, and so on, that is, a real mathe¬ 
matical formula—then, after all, man would most likely 
at once stop to feel desire, indeed, he will be certain to. 
for who would want to choose by rule? Besides, he will 
at once be transformed from a human being into an 
organ stop or something of the sort; for what is a man 
without desire, without free will and without choice, 
il not a stop in an organ? What do you think? Let us 
consiaei- the probability—can such a thing happen or 

^ I ? ! decide. “Our choice is usually mistaken 
through a mistaken notion of our advantage. We some¬ 
times choose absolute nonsense because in our stupidity 
we see m that nonsense the easiest means for attai ning 
an advantage assumed beforehand. Bet when all that is 
explained and worked out on paper (which is perfectly 
possible, lor it is contemptible and senseless to assume 
m advance that man will never understand some laws of 
nature) then, of course, so-called desires will not exist. 
After all if desire should at any time come to terms 
completely with reason, we shall then, of course, reason 
and not desire, simply because, after all, it will be im¬ 
possible to retain reason and desire something senseless, 
and in that way knowingly act against reason and desire 
to injure ourselves. And as all choice and reasoning can 
really be calculated, because some day they will discover 
the laws of our so-called free will—so joking aside, there 
may one day probably be something like a table of de- 


sires so that we really shall choose in accordance with it. 
After all, if, for instance, some day they calculate and 
prove to me that I stuck my tongue out at someone be¬ 
cause 1 could not help sticking my tongue out at him 
and that I had to do it in that particular way, what sort 
of freedom is left me, especially if 1 am a learned man 
and have taken my degree somewhere? After all, then I 
would be able to calculate my whole life for thirty years 
in advance. In short, if that comes about, then, after all, 
we could do nothing about it. We would have to accept it 
just the same. And, in fact, we ought to repeat to our¬ 
selves incessantly that at such and such a time and under 
such and such circumstances. Nature does not ask our 
leave; that we must accept her as she is and not as we 
imagine her to be, and if we really aspire to tables and 
indices and well, even—-well, let us say to the chemical 
retort, then it cannot be helped. We must accept the 
retort, too, or else it will be accepted without our con¬ 
sent.” 

Yes, but here I come to a stop! Gentlemen, you must 
excuse me for philosophizing; it's the result of forty years 
underground! Allow me to indulge my fancy for a min¬ 
ute. You see, gentlemen, reason, gentlemen, is an ex¬ 
cellent thing, there is no disputing that, but reason is only 
reason and can only satisy man's rational faculty, while 
will is a manifestation of all life, that is, of all human 
life including reason as well as all impulses. And al¬ 
though our life, in this manifestation of it, is often 
worthless, yet it is life nevertheless and not simply ex¬ 
tracting square roots. After all, here I, for instance, quite 
naturally want to live, in order to satisfy all my faculties 
for life, and not simply my rational faculty, that is, not 
simply one-twentieth of all my faculties for life. What 
does reason know? Reason only knows what it has suc¬ 
ceeded in learning (some things it will perhaps never 
learn; while this is nevertheless no comfort, why not say 
so frankly?) and human nature acts as a whole, with 
everything that is in it, consciously or unconsciously, 
and, even if it goes wrong, it lives. I suspect, gentlemen, 
that you are looking at me with compassion; you repeat 
to me that an enlightened and developed man, such, in 
short, as the future man will be, cannot knowingly desire 
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anything disadvantageous to himself, that this can be 
proved mathematically* I thoroughly agree, it really can 
—by mathematics* But I repeat for the hundredth time, 
there is one case, one only, when man may purposely, 
consciously, desire what is injurious to himself, what is 
stupid, very stupid-^simply in order to have the right 
to desire for himself even what is veiy stupid and not to 
be bound by an obligation to desire only what is rational* 
After all, this very stupid thing, after all, this caprice of 
ours, may really be more advantageous for us, gentlemen, 
man anything else on earth, especially in some cases. 
And in particular it may be more advantageous than 
any advantages even when it does us obvious harm, and 
contradicts the soundest conclusions of our reason about 
our advantage—because in any case it preserves for us 
what is most precious and most important—that is, our 
personality, our individuality* Some, you see, maintain 
that this really is the most precious thing for man; de¬ 
sire can, of course, if it desires, be in agreement With 
reason; particularly if it does not abuse this practice but 
does so in moderation, it is both useful and sometimes 
even praiseworthy. But very often, and even most often, 
desire completely and stubbornly opposes reason, and 
* ■ ; and * / * and yon know that that, too, is useful 
and sometimes even praiseworthy? Gentlemen, let us 
suppose that man is not stupid* (Indeed, after all, one 
cannot say that about him anyway, if only for the one 
consideration that, if man is stupid, then, after all, who 
is wise?) But if he is not stupid, he is just the same mon¬ 
strously ungrateful 1 Phenomenally ungrateful. I even 
believe that the best definition of man is—a creature 
mat walks on two legs and is ungrateful. But that is not 
all, that is not his worst defect; his worst defect is his 
perpetual immorality, perpetual—from the days of the 
Flood to the Schleswig-Holstein period of human des¬ 
tiny* Immorality', and consequently lack of good sense; 
for it has long been accepted that "lack of good sense is 
due to no other cause than immorality. Try it, and cast 
a look upon the history of mankind. Well, what will you 
see? Is it a grand spectacle? All right, grand, if you like* 
The Colossus of Rhodes, for instance, that is worth some¬ 
thing* Mr- Anaevsky may well testify that some say it is 
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the work of human hands, while others maintain that it 
was created by Nature herself. Is it variegated? Very well, 
it may be variegated too. If one only took the dress uni¬ 
forms, military and civilian, of all peoples in all ages— 
that alone is worth something, and if you take the un¬ 
dress uniforms you will never get to the end of it; no 
historian could keep up with it. Is it monotonous? Very 
well. It may be monotonous, too; they fight and fight; 
they are fighting now, they fought first and they fought 
last—you will admit that it is almost too monotonous. 
In short, one may say anything about the history of the 
world—any thing that might enter the most disordered 
imagination. The only thing one cannot say is that it is 
rational. The very word sticks in one's throat. And, in¬ 
deed, this is even the kind of tiring that continually hap¬ 
pens. After all, there are continually turning up in life 
moral and rational people, sages, and lovers of humanity, 
who make it their goal for life to live as morally and 
rationally as possible, to be, so to speak, a light to their 
neighbors, simply in order to show them that it is really 
possible to live morally and rationally in this world 
And so what? We all know that those very people sooner 
or later toward the end of their lives have been false to 
themselves, playing some trick, often a most indecent 
one. Now I ask you: What can one expect from man 
since he is a creature endowed with such strange quali¬ 
ties? Shower upon him every earthly blessing, drown him 
in bliss so that nothing but bubbles would dance on the 
surface of his bliss, as on a sea; give him such economic 
prosperity that he would have nothing else to do but 
sleep, eat cakes and busy himself with ensuring the con¬ 
tinuation of world history and even then man, out of 
sheer ingratitude, sheer libel, would play you some loath¬ 
some trick. He would even risk his cakes and would de¬ 
liberately desire the most fatal rubbish, the most un¬ 
economical absurdity, simply to introduce into all this 
positive rationality his fatal fantastic element. It is just 
his fantastic dreams, his vulgar folly, that he will desire 
to retain, simply in order to prove to himself (as though 
that were so necessary) that men still are men and not 
piano keys, which even if played by the laws of nature 
themselves threaten to be controlled so completely thaL 

27 



soon one will be able to desire nothing but by the cal¬ 
endar. And, after all, that is not all: even if man really 
were nothing but a piano key, even if this were proved 
to him by natural science and mathematics, even then 
he would not become reasonable, but would purposely 
do something perverse out of sheer ingratitude, simply 
to have his own way. And if he does not find anv means 
he will devise destruction and chaos, will devise suffer¬ 
ings of all sorts, and will thereby have his own way. He 
will launch a curse upon the world, and, as only man 
can curse (it is his privilege, the primary distinction be¬ 
tween him and other animals) then, after all, perhaps 
only by his curse will he attain his object, that is, really 
convince himself that he is a man and not a piano keyl 
If you say that all this, too, can be calculated and tabu¬ 
lated, chaos and darkness and curses, so that the mere 
possibility of calculating it all beforehand would stop 
it all, and reason would reassert itself—then man would 
purposely go mad in order to be rid of reason and have 
his own way! I believe in that, I vouch for it, because, 
after all, die whole work of man seems really to consist 
in nothing but proving to himself continually that he 
is a man and not an organ stop. It may be at the cost of 
his skin! But he has proved it; he may become a cave- 
man, but he will have proved it. And after that can one 
help sinning, rejoicing that it has not yet come, and 
that desire still depends on the devil knows what! 

You will shout at me (that is, if you will still favor me 
with your shout) that, after all, no one is depriving me 
of my will, that all they are concerned with is that my 
will should somehow of itself, of its own free will, coin¬ 
cide with my own normal interests, with the laws of 
nature and arithmetic. 

Bah, gentlemen, what sort of free will is left when 
we come to tables and arithmetic, when it will all be a 
case of two times two makes four? Two times two makes 
four even without my will. As if free will meant thatl 

IX 

Gentlemen, I am joking, of course, and I know mvself 
that I'm joking badly, but after all you know, one can't 
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take everything as a joke- I am, perhaps, joking with a 
heavy heart* Gentlemen, I am tormented by questions; 
answer them for me. Now you, for instance, want to cure 
men of their old habits and reform their will in accord¬ 
ance with science and common sense. But how do you 
know, not only that it is possible, but also that it is 
desirable, to reform man in that way? And what leads 
you to the conclusion that it is so necessary to reform 
man’s desires? In short, how do you know that such a 
reformation will really be advantageous to man? And 
to go to the heart of the matter, why are you so sure of 
your conviction that not to act against his real normal 
advantages guaranteed by the conclusions of reason and 
ari dime tic is always advantageous for man and must 
be a law for all mankind? After all, up to now it h only 
your supposition. Let us assume it to be a law of logic, 
but perhaps not a law of humanity at all. You gentlemen 
perhaps think that I am mad? Allow me to defend my¬ 
self. I agree that man is pre-eminently a creative animal, 
predestined to strive consciously toward a goal, and to 
engage in engineering; that is, eternally and incessantly, 
to build new roads, wherever they may lead , But the 
reason why he sometimes wants to swerve aside may be 
precisely that he is forced to make that road, and perhaps, 
too, because however stupid the straightforward practical 
man may be in general, the thought nevertheless will 
sometimes occur to him that the road, it would seem, 
almost always does lead somewhere , and that the destina¬ 
tion it leads to is less important than the process of 
making it, and that the chief thing is to save the well- 
behaved child from despising engineering, and so giving 
way to the fatal idleness, which, as we all know, is the 
mother of all vices. Man likes to create and build roads, 
that is beyond dispute. But why does he also have such a 
passionate love for destruction and chaos? Now tell me 
that! But on that point I want to say a few special words 
myself. May it not be that he loves chaos and destruction 
(after all, he sometimes unquestionably likes it very much, 
that is surely so) because he is instinctively afraid of at¬ 
taining his goal and completing the edifice he is con¬ 
structing? How do you know, perhaps he only likes that 
edifice from a distance, and not at all at close range, per- 
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haps he only likes to build it and does not want to live 
in it, but will leave it, when completed, aux animaux 
domestiques —such as the ants, the sheep, and so on, 
and so on. Now the ants have quire a different taste. 
They have an amazing edifice of than type, that endures 
forever—the anthilL 

With the anthill, the respectable race of ants began 
and with the anthill they will probably end, which does 
the greatest credit to their perseverence and staidness. 
But man is a frivolous and incongruous creature, and 
perhaps, like a chessplayer, loves only the process of the 
game, not the end of it. And who knows (one cannot 
swear to it), perhaps the only goal on earth to which 
mankind is striving lies in this incessant process of at¬ 
taining, or in other words, in life itself, and not particu¬ 
larly in the goal which of course must always be two 
times two makes four, that is a formula, and after all, 
two times two makes four is no longer life, gentlemen, 
but is the beginning of death. Anyway, man has always 
been somehow afraid of this two times two makes four, 
and I am afraid of it even now* Granted that man does 
nothing but seek that two times two makes four, that he 
sails the oceans, sacrifices his life in the quest, but to 
succeed, really to find it—he is somehow afraid, I assure 
you* He feels that as soon as he has found it there will 
be nothing for him to look for. When workmen have 
finished their work they at least receive their pay, they 
go to the tavern, then they wind up at Ehe police station 
—and there is an occupation for a week. But where can 
man go? Anyway, one can observe a certain awkwardness 
about him every time he attains such goals. He likes 
the process of attaining, but does not quite like to have 
attained, and that, of course, is terribly funny. In short, 
man is a comical creature; there seems to be a kind of 
pun in it all. But two times two makes four is, after all, 
something insufferable. Two times two makes four seems 
to me simply a piece of insolence. Two times two makes 
four is a fop standing with arms akimbo barring your 
path and spitting. I admit that two times two makes four 
is an excellent thing, but if we are goi ng to praise every¬ 
thing, two times two makes five is sometimes also a very 
charming little thing. 
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And why arc you so firmly, so triumphantly convinced 
that only the normal and the positive—in short, only 
prosperity—is to the advantage of man? Is not reason 
mistaken about advantage? Alter all, perhaps man likes 
something besides prosperity? Perhaps he likes suffering 
just as much? Perhaps suffering is just as great an ad¬ 
vantage to him as prosperity? Man is sometimes fearfully, 
passionately in love with suffering and that is a fact. 
There is no need to appeal to universal history to prove 
that; only ask yourself, if only you are a man and have 
lived at all. As far as my own personal opinion is con¬ 
cerned, to care only for prosperity seems to me somehow 
even ill-bred. Whether it’s good or bad, it is sometimes 
very' pleasant to smash things, too. After all, I do not 
really insist on suffering or on prosperity either. I in¬ 
sist on my caprice, and its being guaranteed to me when 
necessary. Suffering would be out of place in vaudevilles, 
for instance; I know that. In the crystal palace it is even 
unthinkable; suffering means doubt, means negation, and 
what would be the good of a crystal palace if there could 
be any doubt about it? And yet I am sure man will never 
renounce real suffering, that is, destruction and chaos. 
Why, after all, suffering is the sole origin of consciousness. 
Though I stated at the beginning that consciousness, in 
my opinion, is the greatest misfortune for man, yet I 
know man loves it and would not give it up for any satis¬ 
faction. Consciousness, for instance, is infinitely superior 
to two times two makes four. Once you have two times 
two makes four, there is nothing left to do or to under¬ 
stand. There will be nothing left but to bottle up your 
five senses and plunge into contemplation. While if you 
stick to consciousness, even though you attain the same 
result, you can at least flog yourself at times, and that 
will, at any rate, liven you up. It may be reactionary, 
but corporal punishment is still better than nothing. 

X 

You believe in a crystal edifice that can never be de¬ 
stroyed; that is, an edifice at which one would neither be 
able to stick out one’s tongue nor thumb one’s nose on 
the sly. And perhaps I am afraid of this edifice just be- 
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cause it is of crystal and can never be destroyed and 
that one could not even put one’s tongue out at it even 
on the sly. 

You see, if it were not a palace but a chicken coop and 
rain started, I might creep into the chicken coop to avoid 
getting wet, and yet I would not call the chicken coop a 
palace out of gratitude to it for sheltering me from the 
raim You laugh, you even say that in such circumstances 
a chicken coop is as good as a mansion. Yes, I answer, if 
one had to live simply to avoid getting wet. 

But what is to be done if I have taken it into my head 
that this is not the only object in life, and that if one 
must live one may as well live in a mansion. That is my 
choice, my desire. You will only eradicate it when you 
have changed my desire. Weil, do change it, tempt me 
with something else, give me another ideal. But in the 
meantime, I will not take a chicken coop for a palace. 
Let the crystal edifice even be an idle dream, say it is 
inconsistent with the laws of nature and that I have in¬ 
vented it only through my own stupidity, through so me 
old-fasliioned irrational habits of my generation. But 
what do I care iE it is inconsistent? Does it matter at all, 
since it exists in my desires, or rather exists as long as 
my desires exist? Perhaps you are laughing again? Laugh 
away; I will put up with all your laughter rather than 
pretend that I am satisfied when I am hungry. I know, 
anyway, that I will not be appeased with a compromise, 
with an endlessly recurring zero, simply because it is con¬ 
sistent with the laws of nature and really exists. I will 
not accept as the crown of my desires a block of buildings 
with apartments for the poor on a lease of a thousand 
years and, to take care of any contingency, a dentist's 
shingle hanging out. Destroy 'my desires, eradicate my 
ideals, show me something better, and I will follow you. 
You may say, perhaps, that it is not worth your getting in¬ 
volved in it; but in that case, after all, I can give you the 
same answer. We are discussing things seriously; but if 
you won’t deign to give me your attention, then, after all, 

I won’t speak to you, I do have my underground. 

But while I am still alive and have desires I would 
rather my hand were withered than to let it bring one 
brick to such a building! Don't remind me that I have 
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just rejected die crystal edifice for the sole reason that 
one cannot put out one's tongue at it, I did not say it at 
all because I am so fond of putting my tongue out. Per* 
haps the only thing I resented was that of all your edi¬ 
fices up to now, there has not been a single one at which 
one could not put out one's tongue. On the contrary, I 
would let my tongue be cut off out of sheer gratitude if 
things could be so arranged that 1 myself would lose all 
desire to put it out. What do 1 care that things cannot be 
so arranged, and that one must be satisfied with mode! 
apartments? Why then am I made with such desires? 
Can I have been made simply in order to come to the 
conclusion that the whole way 1 am made is a swindle? 
Can this be my whole purpose? I do not believe it. 

But do you know what? I am convinced that we under* 
ground folk ought to be kept in tow. Though we may be 
able to sit underground forty years without speaking, 
when we do come out into the light of day and break out 
we talk and talk and talk. 


XI 

The long and the short of it is, gentlemen, that it is 
better to do nothingl Better conscious inertial And so 
hurrah for underground! 

Though I have said that I envy the normal man to 
the point of exasperation, yet I would not care to be in 
his place as he is now (though I will not stop envying 
him . No, no; anyway the underground life is more ad¬ 
vantageous!) There, at any rate, one can— BahS But after 
all, even now I am lying! I am lying because I know 
myself as surely as two times two makes four, that it is not 
at all underground that is better, but something different, 
quite different, for which I long but which 1 cannot find! 
Damn underground! 

I will tell you another thing that would be better, and 
that is, if 1 myself believed even an iota of what I have 
just written. I swear to you, gentlemen, that I do not 
really believe one thing, not even one word, of what I 
have just written. That is, I believe it, perhaps, but at 
the same time, I feel and suspect that I am lying myself 
blue in the face. 
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"Then why have you written all this?” you will say 
to me. 

"I ought to put you underground for forty years with¬ 
out anything to do and then come to you to find out 
what stage you have reachedl How can a man be left 
alone with nothing to do for forty years?” 

"Isn’t that shameful, isn’t that humiliating?” you will 
say, perhaps, shaking your heads contemptuously. “You 
long for life and try to settle the problems of life by a 
logical tangle. And how tiresome, how insolent your out¬ 
bursts are/and at the same time, how scared you are! 
You talk nonsense and are pleased with it; you say im* 
pudent things and are constantly afraid of them and 
apologizing for them. You declare that you are afraid of 
nothing and at the same time try to ingratiate yourself 
with us. You declare that you are gnashing your teeth 
and at the same time you try to be witty so as to amuse 
us. You know that your witticisms are not witty, but 
you are evidently well satisfied with their literary value. 
You may perhaps really have suffered, but you have no 
respect whatsoever for your own suffering. You may be 
truthful in what you have said but you have no modesty; 
out of the pettiest vanity you bring your truth to public 
exposure, to the market place, to ignominy. You doubt* 
lessly mean to say something, but hide your real mean¬ 
ing for fear, because you lack the resolution to say it, and 
only have a cowardly impudence. Ycu boast of conscious¬ 
ness, but you are unsure of your ground, for though your 
mind works, yet your heart is corrupted by depravity, 
and you cannot have a full, genuine consciousness with¬ 
out a pure heart. And how tiresome you are, how you 
thrust yourself on people and grimace! Lies, lies, lies I” 

Of course 1 myself have made up just now all the 
things you say. That, too, is from underground. For 
forty years I have been listening to your words there 
through a crack under the floor, I have invented them 
myself. After all there was nothing else I could invent. 
It is no w r onder that I have learned them by heart and 
that it has taken a literary form. 

But can you really be so credulous as to think that I 
will print all this and give it to you to read too? And 
another problem; why do I really call you "gentlemen,” 
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why do I address you as though you really were my 
readers? Such declarations as I intend to make are 
never printed nor given to other people to read. Any¬ 
way, I am not strong-minded enough for that, and I 
don't see why I should be. But you see a fancy has 
occurred to me and I want to fulfill it at all costs. Let me 
explain. 

Every man has some reminiscences which he would not 
tell to everyone, but only to his friends. He has others 
which he would not reveal even to his friends, but only 
to himself, and that in secret. But finally there are still 
others which a man is even afraid to tell himself, and 
every decent man has a considerable number of such 
things stored away. That is, one can even say that the 
more decent he is, the greater the number of such things 
in his mind. Anyway, I have only lately decided to re¬ 
member some of my early adventures. Till now I have 
always avoided them, even with a certain uneasiness. 
Now, however, when I am not only recalling them, but 
have actually decided to write them down, I want to try 
the experiment whether one can be perfectly frank, even 
with oneself, and not take fright at the whole truth. I 
will observe, parenthetically, that Heine maintains that 
a true autobiography is almost an impossibility, and 
that man is bound to lie about himself. He considers that 
Rousseau certainly told lies about himself in his confes¬ 
sions, and even intentionally lied, out of vanity. I am 
convinced that Heine is right; I understand very well that 
sometimes one may, just out of sheer vanity, attribute 
regular crimes to oneself, and indeed I can very well 
conceive that kind of vanity. But Heine judged people 
who made their confessions to the public. I, however, am 
writing for myself, and wish to declare once and for all 
that if I write as though I were addressing readers, 
that is simply because it is easier for me to write in that 
way. It is merely a question of form, only an empty form 
—I shall never have readers. I have made this plain 
already. 

I don't wish to be hampered by any restrictions in 
compiling my notes. I shall not attempt any system or 
method. I will jot things down as I remember them. 

But here, perhaps, someone will take me at my word 
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and ask me: if you really don't count on readers, why 
do you make such compacts with yourself—and on paper 
too—that is, that you won't attempt any system or 
method, that you will jot things down as you remember 
them, etc,, etc,? Why do you keep explaining? Why do 
you keep apologising? 

Well, there it is, I answer. 

Incidentally, there is a whole psychological system in 
this. Or, perhaps, 1 am simply a coward. And perhaps 
also, that I purposely imagine an audience before me 
in order to conduct myself in a more dignified manner 
while I am jotting things down. There are perhaps 
thousands of reasons. 

And here is still something else. What precisely is my 
object in writing? If it is not For the public, then after 
all, why should I not simply recall these incidents in my 
own mind without putting them clown on paper? 

Quite so; but yet it is somehow more dignified on 
paper. There is something more impressive in it; I will 
be able to criticize myself better and improve my style. 
Besides, perhaps I will really get relief from wiling. To¬ 
day, for instance, I am particularly oppressed by a cer¬ 
tain memory from the distant past. It came back to my 
mind vividly a few days ago, and since then, has remained 
with me like an annoying tune that one cannot get rid 
of. And yet I must get rid of it. I have hundreds of such 
memories, but at times some single one stands out from 
the hundreds and oppresses me. For some reason I be¬ 
lieve that if I write it down I will get rid of it. Why not 
try? 

Besides, I am bored, and I never do anything. Writing 
will really be a sort of work. They say work makes man 
kindhearted and honest. Well, here is a chance for me, 
anyway. 

It is snowing today. A wet, yellow, dingy snow. It fell 
yesterday too and a few days ago. I rather think that I 
remembered that incident which I cannot shake off now, 
apropos of the wet snow. And so le t it be a story apropos 
of the wet snow. 
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PART TWO 


Apropos of the Wet Snow 


When from the gloom of corruption 

I delivered your fallen soul 

With the ardent speech of conviction; 

And, full of profound torment, 

Wringing your hands, you cursed 
The vice that ensnared you; 

When, with memories punishing 
Forgetful conscience 
You told me the tale 
Of all that happened before me. 

And suddenly, covering your face. 

Full of shame and horror. 

You tearfully resolved. 

Outraged, shocked. . . . 

Etc., etc., etc £ rom thg p oetry N ' j Nekrasov. 

I 

At that time I was only twenty-four. My life was even 
then gloomy, disorganized, and solitary to the point of 
savagery. I made friends with no one and even avoided 
talking, and hid myself in my corner more and more. At 
work in the office I even tried never to look at anyone, 
and 1 was very well aware that my colleagues looked upon 
me, not only as a crank, but looked upon me—so I al- 
%vays thought—seemed to look upon me with a sort of 
loathing. I sometimes wondered why no one except me 
thought that he was looked upon with loathing. One of 
our clerks had a repulsive, pock-marked face, which even 
looked villainous. I believe I would not have dared to 
look at anyone with such an unsightly face. Another had 
a uniform so worn that there was an unpleasant smell 
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near him. Yet not one of these gentlemen was discon¬ 
certed either by his clothes or his face or in some 
moral sense. Neither of them imagined that he was 
looked at with loathing, and even if he had imagined 
it, it would not have mattered to him, so long as his 
superiors did not look at him in that way. It is per¬ 
fectly dear to me now that, owing to my unbounded 
vanity and, probably, to the high standard I set for my¬ 
self, I very often looked at myself with furious discontent, 
which verged on loathing, and so I inwardly attributed 
the same view to everyone. For instance, I hated my 
face; I thought it disgusting, and even suspected that 
there was something base in its expression and therefore 
every time l turned up at the office I painfully tried to 
behave as independently as possible so that I might not 
be suspected of being base, and to give my face as noble 
an expression as possible. "Let my face even be ugly,” I 
thought, “but let it be noble, expressive, and, above all, 
extremely intelligent.*' But I was absolutely and pain¬ 
fully certain that my face could never express those per¬ 
fections; but what was worst of all, I thought it positively 
stupid-looking. And I would have been quite satisfied if 
I could have looked intelligent. In fact, I would even 
have put up with looking base if, at the same time, my 
face could have been thought terribly intelligent. 

Of course, I hated all my fellow-derks, one and all, and 
I despised them all, yet at the same time I was, as it were, 
afraid of them. It happened at times that I even thought 
more highly of them than of myself. It somehow hap¬ 
pened quite suddenly then that I alternated between 
despising them and thinking them superior to myself. 
A cultivated and decent man cannot be vain without 
setting an inordinately high standard for himself, and 
without despising himself at certain moments to the point 
of hatred. But whether I despised them or thought them 
superior I dropped my eyes almost every time I met any¬ 
one. I even made experiments whether I could face So- 
and-So‘s looking at me, and I was always the first to drop 
my eyes. This tormented me to the point of frenzy. I 
was also morbidly afraid of being ridiculous, and so I 
slavishly worshipped the conventional in everything ex¬ 
ternal. I loved to fall into the common rut, and had a 
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whole-hearted terror of any kind of eccentricity in my¬ 
self* But hmv canid I live up to it? I was morbidly culti¬ 
vated as a cultivated man of our age should be* They 
were all dull, and as like one another as so many sheep* 
Perhaps 1 was the only one in the office who constantly 
thought that I was a coward and a slave, and I thought 
it precisely because I was cultivated. But I did not only 
think it, in actuality it was really so, I was a coward and 
a slave, I say this without the slightest embarrassment* 
Every decent man in our age must be a coward and a 
slave. That is his normal condition* I am profoundly 
convinced of that. He is made that way and is con¬ 
structed for that very purpose. And not only at the 
present time owing to some casual circumstances, but 
always, at all times, a decent man must be a coward and 
a slave. That is die law of nature for all decent people on 
the earth. If any one of them happens to be brave about 
something, he need not be comforted or carried away 
by that; he will funk out just the same before something 
else* That is how it invariably and inevitably ends. Only 
asses and mules are brave, and even they are so only 
until they come up against the wall* It is not even worth 
while to pay attention to them. Because they don't mean 
anything at all. 

Still another circumstance tormented me in those days: 
that no one resembled me and that I resembled no one 
else. “I am alone and they are every one” I thought— 
and pondered. 

From that it can be seen that I was still an absolute 
child. 

The very opposite sometimes happened* After all, how 
vile it sometimes seemed to have to go to the office; things 
reached such a point that I often came home ill. But 
all at once, for no rhyme or reason, there would come 
a phase of skepticism and indifference (everything hap¬ 
pened to me in phases), and I would myself laugh at my 
intolerance and fastidiousness. I would reproach myself 
with being romantic. Sometimes I was unwilling to speak 
to anyone, while at other times I would not only talk, 
but even think of forming a friendship with them* All 
my fastidiousness would suddenly vanish for no rhyme 
or reason. Who knows, perhaps I never had really had 
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it, and it had simply been affected, and gotten out of 
books. I have stil! not decided that question even now. 
Once I quite made Mends with them, visited their homes, 

§ Iayed preference, drank vodka, talked of promotions,,. 
ut here let me make a digression. 

We Russians, speaking generally, have never had those 
foolish transcendental German, and still more, French, 
romantics on whom nothing produces any effect; if there 
were an earthquake, if all France perished at the barri¬ 
cades, they would still be the same, they would not even 
change for decency's sake, but wduM still go on singing 
their transcendental songs, so tc speak, to the hour of 
their death, because they are fools. We, in Russia, have 
no fools; that is well known. That is what distinguishes 
us from foreign lands. Consequently those transcendental 
natures do not exist among us in their pure form. We 
only think they do because our "positivistic" journalists 
and critics of that time, always on the hunt for Kostan- 
zboglos and Uncle Peter Ivaniches 1 and foolishly ac¬ 
cepting them as our ideal, slandered our romantics, 
taking them for the same transcendental sort that exists 
in Germany or France. On the contrary, the character¬ 
istics of our romantics are absolutely and directly op¬ 
posed to the transcendental European type, and not a 
single European standard can be applied to them. (Allow 
me to make use of this word "romantic"—an old* 
fashioned and much-respected word which has done good 
service and is familiar to all.) The cliaracteristies of our 
romantics are to understand everything, to see everything 
and often to see it incomparably more clearly tha?i our 
most positivistic minds see it; to refuse to accept anyone 
or anything, but at the same time not to despise any¬ 
thing; to give way, to yield, from policy; never to lose 
sight of a useful practical goal (such as rent-free govern- 
meat quarters, pensions, decorations), to keep their eye 
on that object through all the enthusiasms and volumes 
of Ivrical poems, and at the same time to preserve "the 
sublime and the beautiful" inviolate within them to the 
hour of their death, and also, incidentally, to preserve 

1 Characters in Part II of Gogol’s Dead Souls and Goncharov’s 
The Same Old Story , respectively. 
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themselves wrapped in cotton, like some precious jewel 
if only for the benefit of “the sublime and the beautiful/ 1 
Our romantic is a man of great breadth and the greatest 
rogue of all our rogues, I assure you* 1 can even assure 
you from experience. Of course all that occurs i£ he is in¬ 
telligent* But what am I saying! The romantic is always 
intelligent, and I only meant to observe that although 
we have had foolish romantics they don’t count, and they 
were only so because in the flower of their youth they 
degenerated completely into Germans, and to preserve 
their precious jewel more comfortably, settled somewhere 
out there—by preference in Weimar or the Black Forest* 
X, for instance, genuinely despised my official work and 
did not openly abuse it simply through necessity 1 because 
I was in it myself and got a salary for it. And, as a result, 
take note, I did not openly abuse it. Our romantic would 
rather go out of his mind (which incidentally happened 
very rarely) than abuse it, unless he had some other 
career in view; and he is never kicked out, unless, of 
course, he is taken to the lunatic asylum as “the King 
of Spain” and then only if he went very mad. But after 
all, it is only the thin, fair people who go out of their 
minds in Russia. Innumerable romantics later in life rise 
to considerable rank in the service. Their versatility is 
remarkable 1 And what a faculty they have for the most 
contradictory sensations! I was comforted by those 
thoughts even in those days, and I am so still* That is 
why there are so many “broad natures” among us who 
never lose their ideal even in the depths of degradation; 
and though they never lift a finger for their ideal, though 
they are arrant thieves and robbers, yet they tearfully 
cherish their first ideal and are extraordinarily honest 
at heart. Yes, only among us can the most arrant rogue 
be absolutely and even loftily honest at heart without 
in the least ceasing to be a rogue. I repeat, our romantics, 
after all, frequently become such accomplished rascals (I 
use the term “rascals” affectionately), suddenly display 
such a sense of reality and practical knowledge, that their 
bewildered superiors and the public can only gape in 
amazement at them. 

Their many-sidedness is really astounding, and good¬ 
ness knows what it may turn itself into under future 
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circumstances, and what lies in store for us later on. They 
are good stuff! I do not say this out of any foolish or 
boastful patriotism. But I feel sure that you are again 
imagining that I am joking. Or perhaps it's just the con* 
trary, and you are convinced that I really think so. Any¬ 
way, gentlemen, I shall welcome both views as an honor 
and a special favor. And do forgive my digression. 

I did not, of course, maintain a friendship with my 
comrades and soon was at loggerheads with them, and in 
my youthful inexperience I even gave op bowing to 
them, as though I had cut off all relations. That, how¬ 
ever, only happened to me once:. As a rule, I was always 
alone. 

In the first place, at home, 1 spent most of my time 
reading. I tried to stifle all that was continually seething 
within me by means of external sensations. And the only 
source of external sensation possible for me was reading. 
Reading was a great help, of course, it excited, delighted 
and tormented me. But at times it bored me terribly. 
One longed for movement just the same, and X plunged 
all at once into dark, subterranean, loathsome—not vice 
but petty vice. My petty passions were acute, smarting, 
from my continual sickly irritability. I had hysterical 
fits, with tears and convulsions. I had no resource except 
reading—that is, there was then nothing in my sur- 
roundings which I could respect and which attracted 
me. 1 was ovenvhelmed with depression, too; I had an 
hysterical craving for contradictions and for contrast, and 
so 1 took to vice. I have not said all this to justify myself, 
after all—but no, J am lying. I did want to justify myself. 
X make that little observation fo:* my own benefit, gentle¬ 
men. I don't want to lie. X vowed to myself X would not. 

I indulged my vice in solitude at'night, furtively, 
timidly, filthily, with a feeling of shame which never 
deserted me, even at the most loathsome moments, and 
which at such moments drove me to curses. Even then 1 
already had the underground in my souk I was terribly 
afraid of being seen, of being met, of being recognized. 
I visited various completely obscure places. 

One night as I was passing a tavern, I saw through a 
lighted window some gentlemen fighting with billiard 
cues, and saw one of them thrown out of the window. 
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At another time I would have felt very much disgusted, 
but then I was suddenly in such a mood that I actually 
envied the gentleman thrown out of the window, and 
I envied him so much that I even went into the tavern 
and into the billiard-room. “Perhaps/’ I thought, ‘Til 
have a fight, too, and they’ll throw me out of the win¬ 
dow.” 

I was not drunk, but what is one to do—after all, de¬ 
pression will drive a man to such a pitch of hysteria. But 
nothing happened. It seemed that I was not even equal 
to being thrown out of the window and I went away 
without having fought. 

An officer put me in my place from the very first 
moment. 

I was standing by the billiard-table and in my ignor¬ 
ance blocking up the way, and he wanted to pass; he 
took me by the shoulders and without a word—without 
a ^warning or an explanation—moved me from where I 
was standing to another spot and passed by as though 
he had not noticed me. I could even have forgiven blows, 
but I absolutely could not forgive his having moved me 
and so completely failing to notice me. 

Devil knows what I would then have given for a real 
regular quarrel—a more decent, a more literary one, so 
to speak- I had been treated like a fly. This officer was 
over six feet, while I am short and thin. But the quarrel 
was in my hands. I had only to protest and I certainly 
would have been thrown out of the window. But I 
changed my mind and preferred to beat a resentful 
retreat. 

I went out of the tavern straight home, confused and 
troubled, and the next night I continued with my petty 
vices, still more furtively, abjectly and miserably than be¬ 
fore, as it were, with tears in my eyes—but still I did 
continue them. Don't imagine, though, that I funked out 
on die officer through cowardice, I have never been a cow¬ 
ard at heart, though I have always been a coward in 
action. Don't be in a hurry to laugh. There is an explana¬ 
tion for it. I have an explanation for everything, you may 
be sure. 

Oh, if only that officer had been one of the sort who 
would consent to fight a duell But no, he was one of those 
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gentlemen (alas, long extinctI) who preferred fighting 
with cues, or, like Gogol's Lieutenant Pirogov, appealing 
to the police. They did not fight duels and would have 
thought a duel with a civilian like me an utterly un¬ 
seemly procedure in any case—and they looked upon the 
duel altogether as something impossible, something free- 
thinking and French, but they were quite ready to in¬ 
sult people, especially when they were over six feet. 

1 did not funk out through cowardice here but through 
unbounded vanity. I was not afraid of his six feet, not of 
getting a sound thrashing and being thrown out of the 
windows I would probably have had sufficient physical 
courage; but 1 lacked sufficient moral courage. What I 
was afraid of was that everyone present, from the insolent 
marker clown to the lowest little stinking pimply clerk 
hanging around in a greasy collar, would jeer at nie and 
fail to understand when I began to protest and to address 
them in literary language. For even now we cannot, after 
all, speak of the point of honor—not of honor, but of the 
point of honor (point d'honneur) —except in literary lan¬ 
guage. You cannot allude to the "point of honor" in 
ordinary language, I was fully convinced (the sense of 
reality, in spite of all romanticism I) that they would all 
simply split their sides with laughter and that the officer 
would not simply, that is, not tin insultingly, beat me, but 
would certainly prod me in the back with his knee, kick 
me round the billiard-table that way and only then per¬ 
haps have pi Ly and throw me out of the window. Of 
course, this trivial incident could not have ended like 
that with me. I often met that officer afterward in the 
street and observed him very carefully. I am not quite 
sure whether he recognized me. I imagine not; I judge 
from certain signs. But 1—I stared at him with spite and 
hatred and so it went on—for several years! My resent¬ 
ment even grew' deeper with the years. At first I began 
making stealthy inquiries about this officer. It was difficult 
for me to do so, for I knew no one. But one day I heard 
someone call him by his name in the street when I was 
following him at a distance, just as though I were tied 
to him—-and so I learned his surname. Another time I 
followed him to his flat, and for a few pennies learned 
from die porter where he lived, or which floor, whether 
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Sly ocmredto me ,o describe this officer m the 
ZZ oi'.. expose, in a satire in' a tale I wrote the tale 
with relish I did expose him. I slandered him, at hrst 
altered his name that it could easily be recognized bit 
on second thought I changed it, and sent the story to the 
Annals of the Fatherland. But at that time suci e *P 
were not y« the fashion and my story was not pnnted 
That was a great vexation to me. Sometimes P 

tivelv choked with resentment. At last I deciaea 
challenge my enemy to a duel. I composed a splendid, 
charming letter to him, imploring bun to apologize to m^, 
and hinting rather plainly at a duel in 
The letter was so composed that if the officer na 
Ae least understanding of the “sublime and the beauti¬ 
ful” he would certainly have rushedtometo Qing hi 
self on my neck and to offer me his friendship. And now 
fine that would have been! How we would hav^|0^a 
along! How we would have gotten along! He could have 
shielded me with his higher rank, ^ile I co^d have 
improved his mind with my culture, ^d, well-my idej 
and all sorts of things might have happened^ Just think, 
this was two years after his insult to me, and my chal 
tenge was the most ridiculous anachronism, in spne o 
all ^he higenuity of my letter in disguising and explain¬ 
ing away ®he anachronism. But, thank God (to this day 
1 thank the Almighty with tears in my eyes), I did not 
ieriSe l««r toW Cold shiver, run down my back 
when I think of what might have happened if I had 
sent it. And all at once I revenged myself m the simplest 
wav bv a stroke of genius! A brilliant thought suddenly 
dawned upon me. Sometimes on holidays I used to stroll 
along the P sunny side of the Nevsky between three and 
four in the afternoon. That is, i did not stroll so much 
as experience innumerable torments humiliations and 
resentments; but no doubt that was just what I wanted 
I used to wriggle like an eel among the passers-by m the 
most unbecoming fashion, continually movmg aside to 
make way for generals, for officers of the Guards and the 
Hussars, or for ladies. In those minutes I used to feel a 
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P 1 * . i j t-u:- nWn seemed to me more and more 

l^”4sfe«SS 

bump'ml/luSt I made^p my mind 
my preparations took a great deal of , 

m 7 th?wL> I carried out mv (Uni■ ™ul d 1rave mloj 

”?r„v m cS,StStaSi .here we any ,ort of public 

Xd' ?3S XtaS 

Sw^?!ISSS 

S3S^on«“”ffiPSn ready a S ood shir, with 

rnstinv Dvor and after several attempts I lit on a piece 
Gostt y beaver Though these German beavers 

is s 

they -o * j xu* r>rice - even so, it was too 

it for one occasion, I asked the price, even so, 

evciensive After thinking it over thoroughly X decidedto 
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but that was not the point. The point was that 1 ha 
attained mv goal, I had kept up my dignity. I had not 
yielded a step, and had put myself publicly on an equal 
social footing with him. I returned home feeling that 1 
was perfectly avenged for everything. I was delighted. I 
was triumphant and sang Italian arias* Of course, I will 
not describe to you what happened to me three days 
later: if you have read my first chapter “Underground, 
you can guess for yourself. The officer was afterward 
transferred; I have not seen him now for fourteen years. 
What is the dear fellow doing now? Whom is he walking 
over? 


II 

But the period of my dissipation would end and I always 
felt terribly sick afterward. It was followed by remorse— 

I tried to drive it away; I felt too sick* By degrees, how¬ 
ever I grew used to that, too* I grew used to everything, 
that IS, I did not really grow used to it, but rather I 
voluntarily resigned myself to enduring it. But I hat a 
means of escape that reconciled every thing—-that was to 
find refuge in “the sublime and the beautiful, in dreams* 
Of course I was a terrible dreamer. I would dream for 
three months on end, tucked away in my corner, and you 
may believe me that at those moments I had no resem¬ 
blance to the gendeman who, in his chicken-hearted anx¬ 
iety, put a German beaver collar on his greatcoat. I sud¬ 
denly became a hero. I would not have received my six-foot 
lieutenant even if he had called on me. I could not even 
picture him before me then. What were my dreams and 
how I could satisfy myself with them, it is hard to say 
now, but at the time I did satisfy myself with them, to 
some extent. Dreams were particularly sweet and vivid 
after a little vice; they came with remorse and with tears, 
with curses and transports. There were moments of such 
positive intoxication, of such happiness, that there was 
not the faintest trace of irony within me, on my honor 
I had faith, hope, love. That is just it. I believed 
blindly at such times that by some miracle, through some 
external circumstance, all this would suddenly open out, 
expand; that suddenly a vista of suitable activity—bent- 
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aSitv¥h’ a ^ d *}° Ve J* U ' l ead y-™“de (what sort of 
^ V m^k 11 n d no , ldea > but the great thing was that it 
and” / sh^tii rGady f ° r ™ e )~ would rise up before me, 
S&i >h k- d T 336 out mto tbe of day, almost 
nding a white horse and crowned with laurel. I could 

“ n f lve . of a secondary role for myself, and for that 

realitv Ei ?£ , pla 5' ed the lowest in 

Euhe r. co be a hero or to grovel in the mud— 
diere was nothing between. That was my ruin, for when 

! n tbe mud I comforted myself with the thought 

5f u^ 0t ? er l ? mes 1 , was a hero - ^d I took refuge in 
this hero for the mud: for an ordinary man 3 say, it is 
shameful to defile himself, but a hero is too noble to be 
utterly defiled, and so lie might defile himself. It is worth 
noung that these attacks of "the sublime and the beauti- 
tui visited me even during the period of vice and just 
the times when I had sunk to the very bottom. Thev 

V 1 separate spurts, as though reminding me of 
themsehes, but did not banish the vice by their ap¬ 
pearance. On the contrary, they seemed to add a zest to it 
y contrast, and were only sufficiently present to serve as 
m wetiOTg aiuce. That sauce was made up of com 

arfd * a tl° and su ^ erm gs, of agonizing inward analysis, 
and all these torments and pin-pricks lent my vice a 

nWtv fPiIftSIk e r ven ? significance—in short, com¬ 
pletely fulfilled the function of a good sauce. There was 
even a certain depth of meaning in it. And I could 
hardly have restrained myself to the simple, vulgar, direct 
clerk-hke vice and have endured all the filthiness of it. 
v\ hat could have attracted me about it then and have 
driven me at night into the street? No, I had a nobfo 
loophole for everything. 

And what love, oh Lord, what love I felt at times in 
those dreams of mine! In those "flights into the sublime 
and tne beautiful though it was fantastic love, though 
it was never applied to anything human in reality yet 
there was so much of this love that afterward one did 
"y .™ fej the impulse to apply it in reality; that 
would have been a superfluous luxury. Even-thing, how¬ 
ever, always passed satisfactorily by a lazy and fascinatin'* 
transition into the sphere of art; that is, into the beaut£ 
tut „orms of life, ready made, violently stolen from the 
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Doets and novelists and adapted to all sorts of needs and 
uses. I, for instance, was triumphant over everyone; 
everyone, of course, lay in the dust and was forced to 
recognize my superiority spontaneously, and I toigave 
them all. I, a famous poet, and a courtier, tell in love; 

I inherited countless millions and immediately devoted 
them to humanity, and at the same time I confessed 
before all the people my shameful deeds, which, ot 
course, were not merely shameful, but contained an 
enormous amount of “the sublime and the beautiful, 
something in the Manfred style. Everyone would weep and 
kiss me (what idiots they would be if they did not), while 
l would go barefoot and hungry preaching new ideas and 
fighting a victorious Austerlitz against the reactionaries. 
Then a march would sound, an amnesty would be de¬ 
clared, the Pope would agree to retire from Rome to 
Brazil; then there would be a ball for the whole of Italy 
at the Villa Borghese on the shores of Lake Como, Lake 
Como being for that purpose transferred to the neighbor¬ 
hood of Rome; then would come a scene m the bushes, 
etc., etc.—as though you did not know all about it! You 
will say that it is vulgar and base to drag all this into 
public after all the tears and raptures I have myself ad¬ 
mitted But why is it base? Can you imagine that I am 
ashamed of it all, and that is was stupider than anything 
in your life, gentlemen? And I can assure you that some 
of these fancies were by no means badly composed. T*ot 
everything took place on the shores of Lake Como. And 
yet you are right—it really is vulgar and base. And what 
is most base of all is that I have now started to justify 
myself to you. And even more base than that is my 
making this remark now. But that’s enough, or, alter all, 
there will be no end to it; each step will be more base 

than the last. , , , 

I could never stand more than three months of dream¬ 
ing at a time without feeling an irresistible desire to 
plunge into society. To plunge into society meant to 
visit my superior, Anton Antonich Syetochkin. He was 
the only permanent acquaintance I have had in my life, 
and I even wonder at the fact myself now. But I even 
went to see him only when that phase came over me, and 
when my dreams had reached such a point of bliss that it 
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essential to embrace my fellows and all mankind 

hn^n h tG - y ' An f f °5 1 P ur P° se 1 needed at least one 

human being at hand who actually existed. J had to call 
on Anton Amomch however, on Tuesday—his at-home 
f° 1 alwa >s 1-ad to adjust my passionate desire to 
embrace humanity so that it might fall on a Tuesday. 
7 hts 4 nt °? An tomch lived on the fourth floor in a 
n?r f S * e T F 1V f Co r ners ' in four low-pitched rooms of a 
fbFn af 5 salIow a PPearance, one smaller 

ti5e next ‘ He ha ^ two daughters and their aunt, who 
X£J? P°, ur ou t th r e tea - Of the daughters one was 
thirteen and another fourteen, they both had snub noses, 
and J was terribly embarrassed by them because they 
were always whispering and giggling together The 
master of the house usually sat studyTn a father 
couch in tront of the table, with some gray-headed gentle- 
man, usually a colleague from our office or even some 
other department. I never saw more than two or three 
visitors there, and those always the same. They talked 
about the excise duty, about business in the senate, about 
salaries, about promotions, about His ExceUency. and 
the best means of pleasing him, and so on, and so on. I 
had the patience to sit like a fool beside these people for 
four hours at a stretch, listening to them without know¬ 
ing what to say to them or venturing to say a word. I 
ei.ame stupefied; several times I felt myself perspiring. I 
was overcome by a sort of paralysis; but that was pleasant 
and useful tor me. On returning home I deferred for a 
tune my desire to embrace all mankind 
I had, however, one other acquaintence of a sort, 
Simonov, who was an old schoolfellow. Indeed I had a 
number of schoolfellows in Petersburg, but I did not 
associate with them and had even given up nodding to 
them in the street. Perhaps I even transferred into the 

dep ™^/7 as In s , im P]y avoid their company and 
to cut off at one stroke all connection with my hateful 
childhood. Curses on that school and all those terrible 
years of penal servitude! In short, I parted from my 
schoolfellows as soon as I got out into the world. There 
wei e two or three left to whom I nodded in the street 
One of them was Simonov, who had been in no way dis¬ 
tinguished at school, was of a quiet and even disposition; 

52 


but I discovered in him a certain independence of charac¬ 
ter and even honesty* I don't even suppose that he was 
particularly limited. I had at one time spent some rather 
soulful moments with him, but these had not lasted long 
and had somehow been suddenly clouded over. He was 
evidently uncomfortable at these reminiscences, and was, 
it seemed, always afraid that I might take up the same 
tone again. 1 suspected that he had an aversion for me, 
but I still went on going to see him, not being com¬ 
pletely certain of it. 

And so on one occasion, on a Thursday, unable to 
endure my solitude and knowing that it was Thursday 
Anton Antonich’s door would be dosed, 1 thought of 
Simonov, Climbing up four floors to his place, I was 
thinking that I made the man uncomfortable and that 
it was a mistake to go to see him. But as it always 
happened that such reflections impelled me even more 
strongly, as though purposely, to put myself into a false 
position, 1 went in. It was almost a year since I had last 
seen Simonov* 


III 

I found two more of my old schoolfellows with him. 
They seemed to be discussing an important matter. All 
of them scarcely took arty notice of my entrance, which 
was strange, for I had not seen them for years. Evidently 
they looked upon me as something on the level of a 
common fly, I had not been treated like that even at 
school, although everybody hated me there. I knew, of 
course, that they must despise me now for my lack of 
success in the service, and for having let myself sink so 
low, going about badly dressed and so on which seemed 
to them a sign of my inaptitude and insignificance. But 
nevertheless I had not expected such contempt. Simonov 
even seemed surprised at my turning up. Even in the old 
days he had always seemed surprised at my coming* All 
this disconcerted me; I sat down, feeling rather miser¬ 
able, and began listening to what they were saying. 

They were engaged in an earnest and even heated dis¬ 
cussion about a farewell dinner these gentlemen wanted 
to arrange together the very next day for their friend 
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Zverkov, an officer in the army, who was going away to a 
distant province. Monsieur Zverkov had been all the time 
at school. with me too. I had begun to hate him par¬ 
ticularly Ln the upper classes. In the lower classes he had 
simply been a pretty, playful boy whom everybody liked. 
I nad haled him, however, even in the lower classes, just 
because he was a pretty and playful boy. He was always 
consistently poor in his work, and got worse and worse 
as he went on; nevertheless he was successfully graduated 
as influence was exerted on his behalf. During his last 
year at school he inherited an estate of two hundred 
sem, and as almost all of us were poor he even started 
to boast before us. He was vulgar to the worst degree, but 
never tireless he was a good-natured fellow, even when he 
boasted. In spite of superficial, fantastic and rhetorical 
notions of honor and dignity, all but a very few of us 
positively grovelled before Zverkov, and the more so the 
more he boasted. And they did not grovel for any ad- 
’vantage, but simply because he had been favored by the 
nature ‘ Moreover, we came somehow to accept 
the idea that Zverkov was a specialist in regard to tact 
and good manners. That particularly infuriated me. I 
hated the sharp, self-confident tone of his voice, his ad¬ 
miration for his own witticisms, which were terriblv 
stupid, though he was bold in his expressions; I hated 
his handsome but stupid face (for which I would, how¬ 
ever, have gladly exchanged my intelligent one), and 
free-and-easy military manners in fashion in the 
forties, I hated the way in which he used to talk of his 
future conquests of women (he did not venture to begin 
with women until he had officer’s epaulettes and was 
looking forward to them with impatience), and boasted 
of 'he duels lie would constantly be fighting, I remember 
how 1, invariably so taciturn, suddenly attacked Zverkov 
when one day he talked at a leisure moment with his 
schoolfellows of the affairs he would have in the future 
and growing as sportive as a puppy in the sun, he all at 
once declared that he would not leave a single village 
girl on his estate unnoticed, that that was his droit de 
seigneur, and that if the peasants dared to protest he 
would have them all flogged and double their taxes, the 
bearded rascals. Our servile rabble applauded, but I 
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attacked him, not at all out of compassion for the girls 
and their fathers, but simply because they were applaud¬ 
ing such a beetle. I got the better of him on ^ occasion, 
but though Zverkov was stupid he was lively and impu¬ 
dent, and so laughed it ofF, and even m such a way tha 
rav victory was not really complete: the laugh was on 
his side. He got the better of me on several occasions 
afterward, but without malice somehow just in ]«t, 
casually, in fun. 1 remained maliciously and coniemptu 
ously silent. When we left school he made advances to 
me; I did not rebuff them much, for I was flattered, but 
we soon parted naturally. Afterward I heard of his 
barrack-room success as a lieutenant, and of the fast life 
he was leading. Then there came other rumors--of his 
successes in the service. By then he no Iongei ? reet ^ 
in the street, and I suspected that he was afraid o! com¬ 
promising himself by greeting a person as insignificant^ 

I I also saw him once in the theatre, in the third tier 
of boxes. Bv then he was a staff officer He was twisting 
and twirling about, ingratiating himself with the daug - 
ters of an ancient general. In three years his^ looks_ had 
gotten considerably worse, though he was still rather 
handsome and smart. He had somehow swelled, started 
to put on weight. One could see that by the time he was 
thirty he would be completely fat. So it was, finally, to 
this Zverkov that my schoolfellows were going to give a 
dinner on his departure. They had kept up with him for 
those three years, though privately they did not consider 
themselves on an equal footing with him, I am convinced 

°^Of Simonov’s two visitors, one was Ferfichkin, a Rus¬ 
sianized German—a little fellow with the face of a mon¬ 
key a blockhead who was always deriding everyone, a 
very bitter enemy of mine from our days m the lower 
classes—a vulgar, impudent, boastful fellow, who affected 
a most sensitive feeling of personal honor, though, o 
course, he was a wretched little coward at heart. He was 
one of those admirers of Zverkov who made up to the 
latter out of calculation, and often borrowed money from 
him. Simonov's other visitor, Trudolyubov, was a person 
in no way remarkable—a military lad, tall with a cold 
face, quite honest. But he worshipped success of every 
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*°f e E ' 311(5 j. as onl > r capable of thinking of promotion. He 

™ S m s <T e reIation of Zverkov and foolish as it 

seems, gave him a certain importance among us. He 

. thou S ht me of any consequence whateverfwhile his 
■■win" me w ? s , not ( l uue courteous, it was tolerable. 
»? en ’ wuh seven roubles each,” said Trudo- 
lyubov, twenty-one roups from the three of us, we can 
dine well. Zverkov, of course, won’t pay.” 

decided™^ 6 n0t ’ Sil5Ce WC ^ invitm & him >” Simonov 

„ I,° U ™ a S ine <” Ferfichkin interrupted hotly and 
conceitedly, like some insolent flunky boasting of his 
master the general’s decorations, “can you imagine that 

1 US P a y alone? He will accept from deli- 
ca( 7 > he will order a half case on his own." 

Why do we need half a case for the four of us?" ob- 
e ™ d Trudolyubov, taking notice only of the half case. 

the thr f® o£ us > wtth Zverkov for the fourth, 
t^nty-one roubles, at the Hotel de Paris at five o’clock 
tomorrow, Simonov, who had been asked to make the 
arrangements, concluded finally. 

.‘ H ? w about twenty-one roubles?" I asked in some 
offended, apparently; "if you count me it 
will be twenty-eight, not twenty-one roubles.” 

It seemed to me that to invite myself so suddenly and 

Sffl W0Uld be / ositivel >' graceful, and that they 
would all be conquered at once and would look at me 
with respect. 

Do you want to join, too?” Simonov observed, with 
displeasure, and seemed to avoid looking at me. He knew 
me inside out. 

It infuriated me that he knew me inside out 
v\ hy not? After all, I am an old schoolfellow of his 
too, 1 believe, and I must admit I feel offended that you 
have left me out,” I said, boiling over again. 

roughly WherC WCre WC t0 6nd y ° U? " Fcrfichkin P u t in 

1 y° U 1 j e I e 1 ne [ ver on g° od terms wilh Zverkov," Trudo- 
lyubov added, frowning. But I had already clutched at 
the idea and would not let go. 

1 do not think that anyone has a right to judge that ” 

I retorted in a shaking voice, as though God only knows 
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what had happened. "Perhaps that is jitst ray reason for 
wishing it now, that I have not always been on good 

tC ^ h ' , “S\o making you out-wi.h *«= refine- 

Simonov decided, ad- 
dressing me. "Tomorrow at five o'clock at the Hotel de 

Paris 1T , 

“What about the money?” Ferfichkin began m an 
undertone, indicating me to Simonov, but he broke off, 
for even Simonov was embarrassed. 

“That will do,” said Trudoiyubov, getting up. it he 
wants to come so much, let him.” „ 

"But after all it's a private thing, between us friends, 
Ferfichkin said crossly, as he too picked up his hat. It s 
not an official meeting. Perhaps we do not want you at 

a ]l_ 

They went away. Ferfichkin did not salute me in any 
wav as be went out. Trudoiyubov barely nodded Simo¬ 
nov, with whom I remained alone, was in some state ot 
vexed perplexity, and looked at me strangely. He did not 
sit down and did not ask me to, . 

“H’m— yes—tomorrow, then. Will you pay your share 
now? I just ask so as to know,” he muttered in embarrass- 

“"Tblazed up in anger but as I did so I remembered 
that I had owed Simonov fifteen roubles for ages 
which I had, indeed, never forgotten, though I had not 

^“You will understand, Simonov, that I could have had 
no idea when I came here—I am very much vexed that I 

have forgotten—” __ 

“All right, all right, it doesn’t matter. You can pay to¬ 
morrow after the dinner. After all, I simply wanted to 
know— Please don t— 

He broke off and began pacing the room still more 
vexed. As he walked he began to thump with his heels 

and stomped even louder. . _ - 

“Am I keeping you?" I asked, after two minutes of 

Sll “Oh, nol” he said, starting, “that is—to be truthful- 
yes. I have to go and see someone—not far from here, 
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*SS<i5£ sort a P°}°getic voice, somewhat ashamed. 

i y g°°dness, but why didn’t you say so?” I cried 
snrfpL my ' Cap i 1 - 1 | th ’ incidentally, an astonishingly free* 

la " «■« * —*0 K. ex- 

After all it's close by—not two paces awav ” Sima, 

a %ssv P 4r £ fI’ • a , cc °“ pan y in g me to the front door with 
*:“*** “ r wtllcil dj d not suit him at all. “So five o’clock 
punctually, tomorrow,” he called down the stainafS 

g f Sd t0 ? et rid ° f rae - 1 ^3 in a hi^ 
UDOO diem?” e r SSet “ e ’ what possessed me to force mvself 
street “S ^ 1 gnashed my teeth, as I strode along the 

course I ha A L ® < l 0undrelj a P'S llke tiiat Zverkov! Of 
I, f) d b l er n0t go; of c °mrse, I can just snap m* 
n ,tn at them. I am not bound in any way. I’ll ‘send 
Simonov a note by tomorrow’s post_” ' 

tbft U \T fu " ou$ was that 1 knew for certain 
I would go, that I would purposely go* and the 
more tactless, the more ill-mannered my going would be 
the more certainly 1 would go. 6 g ’ 

And there was even a positive obstacle to my going- I 

I h 9 d°m a™ 7 ' 111 H d together, was nine roubles. But 
I had to give seven of that to my servant, Apollon for 

^p m h°SS ™ gSS - That ™ s a, ‘ 1 »ad f S 

ter N Bm°l P ^;i im P° L ssible > considering his charac- 

Of mine, ,X2tae°“‘ *“ abom * bat P la S“ 

pafEg LgT ' W0U “ , 8 ° af " r a " a "“ »°“'<< ”« 

1 had the most hideous dreams. No won¬ 
der, the whole evening I had been oppressed by memories 

,°££? £1# e r! S! ” i,ude a, , sch "°‘' and iSSdS 

snake niem oft. I W£.s sent to the school by distant 

lav^h* UP } 0T1 - 1 was de pcndent and > of whom I 

,hesLrcl nothing since—they sent me there, a lonelv 
silent boy, already crushed by their reproaches alrearfJ 
troubled bv doubt, and looking savagv a fSeSS 
h '-' M 7 schoolfellows met me with spiteful and 

“ r £» beC f US ” 1 Was not like an r of them. But I 
™ “J? n °l endl * re th eir taunts; I could not give in to them 
cheaply as they gave in to one another! I hated them 
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from the first, and shut myself away from everyone in 
timid, wounded and disproportionate pride. Their coarse¬ 
ness revolted me. They laughed cynically at my face, at 
my clumsy figure; and yet what stupid faces they them- 
selves had. In our school the boys' faces somehow de¬ 
generated and grew stupider particularly. How many 
fine-looking boys came to us? In a few years they became 
repulsive looking. Even at sixteen I wondered at them 
morosely; even then I was struck by the pettiness of their 
thoughts, the stupidity of their pursuits, their games, 
their conversations. They had no understanding o suci 
essential things, they took no interest in such striking* 
impressive subjects, that I could not help considering 
them inferior to myself. It was not wounded vanity that 
drove me to it, and for God’s sake do not thrust upon me 
your hackneyed remarks, repeated to nausea, that I was 
onlv a dreamer, while they even then understood real 
life." They understood nothing, they had no idea of real 
life, and I swear that that was what made me most in¬ 
dignant with them. On the contrary, the most obvious, 
striking reality they accepted with fantastic stupidity ana 
even then had already begun to respect only success. 
Everything that was just, but oppressed and looked daw n 
upon, they laughed at cruelly and shamefully. They took 
rank for intelligence; even at sixteen they were already 
talking about a snug berth. Of course a great deal of it 
was due to their stupidity, to the bad examples that con- 
sEantly surrounded them in their childhood and 
hood. They were monstrously depraved. Of course much 
of that, too, was superficial and much was only affected 
cynicism; of course there were glimpses of youth and 
freshness in them even beneath their depravity; but even 
that freshness was not attractive in them, and showed 
itself in a certain rakishness. I hated them terribly, 
though perhaps I was worse than any of them. They re¬ 
paid me in kind, and did not conceal their aversion for 
me. But by then I did not want them to like me; on the 
contrary, I continually Jonged for them to humiliate me. 
To escape from their derision I purposely began to make 
all the progress I could with my studies and forced my 
way to the very top. This impressed them. Moreover, 
they all began to grasp slowly that I was all eady reading 
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books none of them could read, and understood things 
(not forming part of our school curriculum) of which 
they had not even heard. They took a savage and sar¬ 
castic view of it, but were morally impressed, especially 
as the teachers began to notice me on those grounds. The 
mockery ceased but the hostility remained, and cold and 
strained relations were formed between us. In the end I 
could not stand it myself; with years a craving for society, 
for friends, developed in me. I attempted to get on 
friendly terms with some of my schoolfellows; but some¬ 
how or other my intimacy with them was always strained 
and soon ended of itself. Once, indeed, I did have a 
fnend. But I was already a tyrant at heart; I wanted to 
exercise unlimited power over him; I tried to instil into 
him a contempt for his surroundings; I required of him a 
disdainful and complete break with those surroundings. 

I frightened him with my passionate affection; I reduced 
him to tears, to convulsions. He was a simple and de¬ 
voted soul; but when he submitted to me completely I 
began to hate him immediately and rejected him—as 
though all I needed him for was to win a victory over 
him, to subjugate him and nothing else. But I could not 
subjugate all of them; my friend was not at all like them 
either, he was, in fact, a rare exception. The first tiling I 
did on leaving school was to give up the special job for 
which I had been destined so as to break all ties, to curse 
my past and scatter it to the winds—And goodness knows 
why, after all that, I should drag myself to that Simonov! 

Early next morning I roused myself and jumped out of 
bed with excitement, as though it were all about to 
happen at once. But I believed that some radical change 
m my life was coming, and would inevitably come that 
day. Owing to its rarity, perhaps, any external event, 
however trivial, always made me feel as though some 
radical change in my life w f ould occur immediately. I 
wen: to the office as usual, however, but slipped away 
home two hours early to get ready. The important thin* 

I thought, is not to be the first to arrive, or they will 
£hin< I was overjoyed at coming. But there were thousands 
oi such important points to consider, and they ah agi¬ 
tated me to the point of impotence. I polished mv boots 
a second time with my own hands; nothing in the world 
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would have induced Apollon to dean them twice a day, 
as he considered that it was more than his duties required 
of him. I stole the brushes to clean them from tne 
passage, so that he would not detect it and then start to 
despise rae. Then I minutely examined my clothes, and 
found that everything looked old, worn and threadbare. 

1 had let myself get too slovenly. My uniform, perhaps, 
was in good shape, but I could hardly go out to dinner m 
my uniform. And the worst thing was that on the knee 
of mv trousers was a big yellow stain. 1 had a foreboding 
that that stain would in itself deprive me of nine-tenths 
of my personal dignity. I knew, too, that it was stooping 
very low to think so, "But this is no time tor thinking, 
now the real thing is beginning,” 1 thought, and my 
heart sank. I knew, too, perfectly well even then, that I 
was monstrously exaggerating the facts. But how coMd 1 
help it? I could not control myself and 1 was already 
shaking with fever. With despair 1 pictured to myself 
how coldly and disdainfully that "scoundrel Zverkov 
would greet me; with what dull-witted, absolutely pro¬ 
found contempt the blockhead Trudolyubov would look 
at me; with what nasty insolence the beetle Ferfichkin 
would snigger at me in order to curry favor with Zverkov; 
how completely Simonov would take it all in, and how 
he would despise me for the abjectness of my vanity 
and faint-heartedness, and worst of all how paltry, un¬ 
lit cr my, commonplace it would all be. Of course the best 
thing would be not to go at all. But that was the most im¬ 
possible of all: once I feel impelled to do anything, I 
am completely drawn into it, head first, I would have 
ieered at mvself ever afterward: "So you funked it, you 
funked the real thing, you funked it!" On the contrary, I 
passionately longed to show all that “rabble that I was 
not at all such a coward as I pictured myself. What is 
more, even in the acutest paroxysm of this cowardly 
fever, I dreamed of getting the upper hand, of over¬ 
coming them, carrying them away, making them like me 

_if onlv for my “elevation of thought and unmistakable 

wit.’’ They would abandon Zverkov, he would sit on one 
side, silent and ashamed, while I would crush Zverkov. 
Then, perhaps, I would be reconciled to him and toast 
our camaraderie; but what was most spiteful and uisult- 
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ing for me was that I knew even lien, knew completely 
and for certain, that I needed nothing of all this really, 
that I did not really want to crush, to subdue, to attract 
them, and that I would be the first not to care a straw, 
really, for the result, even if 1 did achieve it. Oh, how I 
prayed to God for the day to pass quickly! In inexpressible 
anguish I went to the window, opened a pane and looked 
out into the turbid darkness of tire thickly falling wet 
snow. 

At last my wretched little wall clock hissed out five. I 
seized my hat trying not to look at Apollon, who had 
been all day expecting his month’s wages, but in his 
pride was unwilling to be the first to speak about it. I 
slipped past him and out the door, and jumping into a 
high-class sledge, on which I spent my last half-rouble, 1 
drove up in grand style to the Hdtel de Paris. 

IV 

I had already known the day before that I would be the 
fii.'it to arrive. But it was no longer a question of pre¬ 
cedence. r 

Not only were they not there, but I even had difficulty 
finding our room. The table had stilt not been completely 
set. "What did it mean? After a good many questions 1 
finally ascertained from the waiters that the dinner had 
been ordered not for five, but for six o’clock. This was 
confirmed at the buffet too. I even felt ashamed to go on 
questioning them. It was still only twenty-five minutes 
past five. If they changed the dinner hour they ought in 
any case to have let me know—that is what the post is 
for, and not to have subjected me to “shame” both in my 
own eyes and—well, before the waiters. I sat down: die 
servant began to set the table; I felt even more insulted 
when he was present. Toward six o’clock they brought 
m candles, though there were lamps burning in the room. 
It had not occurred to the waiter, however, to bring 
them in at once when I arrived. In the next room, two 
gloomy, angry-Iooking persons were eating their dinners 
in silence at two different tables. There was a great deal 
of noise, even shouting, in a room farther away; one 
could hear the laughter of a crowd of people, and nasty 
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little shrieks in French; there were ladies at the dinner. 
In short, it was sickening. I rarely passed a more un¬ 
pleasant time, so much so that when they did arrive ail 
together punctually at six I was for the first moment over¬ 
joyed to see them, as though they were my deliverers, and 
almost forgot it was incumbent upon me to look insulted. 

Zverkov walked in at the head of them; evidently he 
was die leading spirit. He and all of them were laughing, 
but, seeing me, Zverkov drew himself up, walked up to 
me unhurriedly with a slight, rather jaunty bend from the 
waist, and shook hands with me in a friendly but not 
over-friendly fashion, with a sort of circumspect courtesy 
almost like a general's as though in giving me jus hand 
he were warding off something. I had imagined, on the 
contrary', that as soon as he came in he would immedi¬ 
ately break into his former thin, shrieking laugh and fall 
to making his insipid jokes and witticisms. I had been 
preparing for them ever since the previous day, but I had 
never expected such condescension, such high-official 
courtesy. So, then, he felt himself immeasurably superior 
to me in every respect! If he had only meant to insult me 
by that high-official tone, it would still not have mat¬ 
tered, I thought—I could pay him back for it one way or 
another. But"what if, in reality, without the least desire 
to be offensive, that sheep's-head had seriously acquued 
the notion that he was immeasurably superior to me and 
could only look at me in a patronising way? The very 
supposition made me gasp. . . 

"I was surprised to hear of your desire to join us, he 
began, lisping and drawling, which was something new. 
“You and I seem to have seen nothing of one another. 
You fio-ht shy of us. You shouldn’t. We are not such 
terrible people as you think. Well, anyway, I am glad to 
renew our acquaintance.” ... . .. 

And he turned carelessly to put down his hat on the 

window sill. , 

“Have vou been waiting long?” Trudolyubov inquired. 

“I arrived punctually at five o’clock as I was informed 
yesterday,” 1 answered aloud, with an irritability that 
promised an imminent explosion. 

“Didn’t you let him know that we had changed the 
hour?" said Trudolyubov to Simonov. 
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"No, I didn’t. I forgot,” the latter replied, with no 
sign of regret, and without even apologizing to me he 
went off to order the hors d'ouevres 

, , 1 ' So J°“ ve beerL . here a whole hour? Oh, you poor 
fellow* Zverkov cried ironically, for according to his 
notions this was bound to be extremely funnv. That 
scoundrel Ferfichkin followed with his nasty little snigger 
like a puppy yapping. My position struck him, too, as 
extremely ludicrous and embarrassing* 

"It isn't funny at all!" I cried to Ferfichkin, more and 
more irritated- "It wasn't my fault, but other people's* 
They neglected to let me know* It was—it was—it was 
simply absurd/’ 

"It’s not only absurd, but something else as well/' 
muttered Trudolyubov, naively taking my part* "You 
are too complacent about it. It was simply rudeness^um 
intentional, of course. And how could Simonov—h'ml” 

It a trick like that had been played on me,” observed 
Ferfichkin, “I would—” 

But you should have ordered yourself something,” 
Zverkov interrupted, “or simply asked for dinner without 
waiting for us.” 

You will allow that I might have done that without 
your permission/* I rapped out. "If I waited, it was—” 
'Let us sit down, gentlemen,” cried Simonov, coming 
in. “Everything is ready; I can answer for the champagne* 
it is capitally chilled,—After all, I did not know your 
address. Where was I to look for you?” He suddenly 
turned to me, but again he seemed to avoid looking at me. 
Evidently he had something against me. He must have 
made up his mind after what happened vesterday. 

Everybody sat down: I did the same/ It was a round 
table* Trudolyubov was on my left, Simonov on mv right. 
Zverkov was sitting opposite, Ferfichkin next to him, 
between him and Trudolyubov. 

le-e-ell me, are you—in a government agency?” 
Zverkov went on, attending to me. Seeing that 1 was 
embarrassed, he seriously thought that he ought to be 
friendly to me, and, so to speak, cheer me up. “Does he 
want me to throw a bottle at his head or something?” 

I thought, in a fury. In my unaccustomed surroundings 
I ms unnaturally quick to be irritated. 


“In the N-office/' I answered jerkily, with my eyes 

on my plate* 

“And—ha-ave yon a go-od berth? Te-e-11 me, what 
ma-a-de yon leave your former job?" 

,r What ma-a-de me was that I wanted to leave my origi¬ 
nal job/' I drawled twice as much as he, hardly able to 
control myself* Ferfichkin snorted. Simonov looked at me 
ironically* Trudolyubov stopped eating and began look¬ 
ing at me with curiosity* 

Zverkov was jarred but he pretended not to notice 

it. 

“A-a-and the remuneration?" 

“What remuneration?" 

“I mean, your sa-a-Iary?" 

“Why are you cross-examining me?" 

However, I told him at once what my salary was. I 
blushed terribly. 

“It is not very handsome," Zverkov observed ma¬ 
jestically. 

“Yes, you can't afford to dine in restaurants on that," 
Ferfichkin added insolently. 

“I think it's very low/' Trudolyubov observed gravely. 

"And how thin you have grown! How you have 
changed!" added Zverkov, with a shade of venom in his 
voice, scanning me and my attire with a sort of insolent 
compassion. 

“Oh, spare his blushes,” cried Ferfichkin, sniggering. 

“My dear sir, permit me to tell you I am not blush¬ 
ing/* I broke out at last; “do you hear? I am dining here, 
at this restaurant, at my own expense, at mine, not at 
other people's—note that. Monsieur Ferfichkin." 

“Wha-at do you mean? Isn't everyone here dining at 
his own expense? You seem to be—" Ferfichkin let fly 
at me, turning as red as a lobster, and looking me in the 
face with fury. 

“Tha-at's what I mean," I answered, feeling I had gone 
too far, “and I imagine it would be better to talk of 
something more intelligent." 

“You intend to show off your intelligence, I suppose?" 

“Don't disturb yourself, that would be quite out of 
place here." 

“What are you clacking away like that for, my good sir, 
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eh? Have you gone out of your wits in your dumbnaxl- 
ment?" 

"'Enough, gentlemen, enough!" Zverkov cried, authori¬ 
tatively* 

“How stupid it is/ 1 muttered Simonov. 

“It really is stupid. We have met here, a company of 
friends, for a farewell dinner to a good comrade and vou 
are settling old scores/ 1 said Trudolyubov, rudely ad¬ 
dressing himself to me alone. “Yesterday you invited your¬ 
self to join us, so don't disturb the genera! harmony/ 1 

“Enough, enoughl" cried Zverkov. “Stop it, gentlemen, 
it's out o! place. Better let me tell you how I nearly got 
married the day before yesterday , . 

And then followed a burlesque narrative of how this 
gentleman had almost been married two days before* 
There was not a word about marriage, however, but 
the story was adorned with generals, colonels and high 
courtiers while Zverkov practically took the lead among 
them* It was greeted with approving laughter; Ferfich* 
kin even squealed* 

No one paid any attention to me, and I sat crushed 
and humiliated. 

“Good heavens, these are not the people for meJ" I 
thought* “And what a fool I have made of myself before 
them! I let Ferfichkin go too far, though. The brutes 
imagine that it is an honor for me to sit down with them. 
They don't understand that 1 do them an honor* I to 
them and not they to me! I've grown thinner! My clothes! 
Oh, damn my trousers! Zverkov long ago noticed the 
yellow stain on the knee * * * But what's the use! I 
must get up at once, this very minute, Lake my hat and 
simply go without a word—out of contempt! And to¬ 
morrow I can send a challenge. The scoundrels! After 
alt I don’t care about the seven roubles* They may think 
* * * Damn it! I don't care about the seven roubles* I'll 
go this minute!" 

Of course I remained* 

1 drank sherry and Lafitte by the glassful in my distress. 
Being unaccustomed to it, I quickly became intoxicated 
and my annoyance increased with the intoxication. I 
longed all at once to insult them all in a most flagrant 
manner and then go away. To seize the moment and 
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show what I could do, so that they would say, “Though 
he is absurd, he's clever," and—and—in short, damn 
them alll 

I scanned them all insolently with my dulled eyes. 
But they seemed to have forgotten me altogether. They 
were noisy, vociferous, cheerful. Zverkov kept talking. I 
began to listen. Zverkov was talking about some sumptu¬ 
ous lady whom he had at last led on to declaring her 
love (of course, he was lying like a horse), and how he 
had been helped in this affair by an intimate friend of 
his, a Prince Kolya, an officer in the Hussars, who had 
three thousand serfs. 

“And yet, this Kolya, who has three thousand serfs, 
has not put in an appearance here tonight at all to see 
you off,” I cut in suddenly. For a minute everyone was 
silent. 

“You are drunk already.” Trudolyubov deigned to 
notice me at last, glancing contemptuously in my direc¬ 
tion. Zverkov, without a word, examined me as though 
I were a little beetle. I dropped my eyes. Simonov made 
haste to fill up the glasses with champagne. 

Trudolyubov raised his glass, as did everyone else but 
me. 

“Your health and good luck on the journeyl” he cried 
to Zverkov. “To old times, gentlemen, to our future, 
hurrah!” 

They all tossed off their glasses, and crowded round 
Zverkov to kiss him. I did not move; my full glass stood 
untouched before me. 

“Why, aren't you going to drink it?” roared Trudo¬ 
lyubov, losing patience and turning menacingly to me. 

“I want to make a toast separately, on my own ac¬ 
count . . . and then I'll drink it, Mr. Trudolyubov.” 

“Disgusting crank!” muttered Simonov. 

I drew myself up in my chair and feverishly seized my 
glass, prepared for something extraordinary, though I 
did not know myself precisely what I was going to say. 

“Silence!** cried Ferfichkin, in French. “Now for a dis¬ 
play of wit!” 

Zverkov waited very gravely, knowing what was com¬ 
ing. 

“Lieutenant Zverkov,” I began, “let me tell you that 
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I hate phrases, phrasemongers and corseted waists— 
that's the first point, and there is a second one to follow 
it" 

There was a general stir. 

“The second point is: I hate dirty stories and people 
who tell dirty stories. Especially people who tell dirty 
stories! 

“The third point: I love truth, sincerity and honesty/' 
I went on almost mechanically, for I was beginning to 
shiver with horror and had no idea how I came to be 
talking like this. "I love thought, Monsieur Zverkov; I 
love true comradeship, on an equal footing and not— 
h'm—I love—but, however, why not? I will drink to your 
health, too. Monsieur Zverkov. Seduce the Circassian 
girls, shoot the enemies of the fatherland and—and—to 
your health, Monsieur ZverkovI” 

Zverkov got up from his seat, botved to me and said: 

"I am very much obliged to you/ 1 

He was frightfully offended and even turned pale. 

“Damn the fellow I” roared Trudolyubov, bringing his 
fist down on the table. 

“Well, he ought to be punched in the nose for that/ 1 
squealed Ferfichkin. 

“We ought to turn him out,” muttered Simonov. 

“Not a word, gentlemen, not a movement!” cried 
Zverkov solemnly, checking the general indignation. “I 
thank you all, but I can show him for myself how much 
value I attach to his words/' 

“Mr. Ferfichkin, you will give me satisfaction tomorrow 
at the latest for your words just now!” I said aloud, turn¬ 
ing with dignity to Ferfichkin. 

“A duel, you mean? Certainly,” he answered. But 
probably I was so ridiculous as 1 challenged him and it 
was so out of keeping with my appearance that everyone, 
including FerEchkin, roared with laughter. 

l4 Yes, let hi m alone, of course! After all, he is com¬ 
pletely drunk/' Trudolyubov said with disgust, 

“I will never forgive myself for letting him join us/' 
Simonov muttered again. 

"Now is the time to throw a bottle at their heads/' I 
thought to myself. I picked up the bottle . . . and 
poured myself a full glass. 
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“No, I had better sit on to the end,” I went on think¬ 
ing; “you would be pleased, my friends, if I left. Nothing 
will induce me to go, I'll go on sitting here, and drinking 
to the end, on purpose, as a sign that I don't attach the 
slightest importance to you. I will go on sitting and 
drinking, because this is a public-house and I paid my 
entrance money. I'll sit here and drink, for I Look upon 
you as so many pawns, as inanimate pawns. I'll sit here 
and drink—and sing if I want to, yes, sing, for I have the 
right to—to sing—h'm!” 

But I did not sing. I simply tried not to look at any 
of them. I assumed most unconcerned attitudes and 
waited with impatience for them to speak first , of their 
own accord. But alas, they did not speak! And oh, how I 
wished, how 1 wished at that moment to be reconciled 
to them I It struck eight, at last nine. They moved 
from the table to the sofa. Zverkov stretched himself on 
a couch and put one foot on a round table. The wine 
was brought there. He did, as a matter of fact, order three 
bottles on his own account. He didn't, of course, invite 
me to join them. They all sat round him on the sofa. 
They listened to him, almost with reverence. It was evi¬ 
dent that they were fond of him, “For what? For what?” 
[ wondered. From time to time they were moved to 
drunken enthusiasm and kissed each other. They talked 
of the Caucasus, of the nature of true passion, of advan¬ 
tageous jobs in the service, of the income of a Hussar 
called Podkharzhevsky, whom none of them knew per¬ 
sonally and rejoiced that he had a large income; of the 
extraordinary grace and beauty of a Princess D., whom 
none of them had ever seen; then it came to Shake¬ 
speare's being immortal. 

I smiled contemptuously and walked up and down the 
other side of the room, opposite the sofa, along the wall, 
from the table to the stove and back again, I tried my 
very utmost to show them that I could do without them, 
and yet I purposely stomped with my boots, thumping 
with my heels. But it was all in vain. They paid no at- 
tention at all. I had the patience to walk up and down in 
front of them that way from eight o'clock till eleven, in 
one and the same place, from the table to the stove and 
from the stove back again to the table. u l walk up and 
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down to please myself and no one can prevent me." The 
waiter who came into the room several times stopped to 
look at me. I was somewhat giddy from turning round so 
often; at moments it seemed to me that I was in de¬ 
lirium. During those three hours I was three times soaked 
with sweat, and then dry again. At times, with an intense, 
acute pang, I was stabbed to the heart by the thought 
that ten years, twenty years, forty years would pass, and 
that even in forty years I would remember with loathing 
and humiliation those filthiest, most ludicrous, and most 
terrible moments of my life. No one could have gone 
out of his way to degrade himself more shamelessly and 
voluntarily, and I fully realized it, fully, and yet I went 
on pacing up and down from the table to the stove. “Oh, 
if you only knew what thoughts and feelings 1 am capable 
of, how cultured I amf I thought at moments, mentally 
addressing the sofa on which my enemies were sitting. 
But my enemies behaved as though I did not exist in 
the room. Once—only once—they turned toward me, 
just when Zverkov was talking about Shakespeare, and I 
suddenly gave a contemptuous laugh. I snorted in such 
an effected and nasty way that they all at once broke 
off their conversation, ancl silently and gravely for two 
minutes watched me walking up and down from the table 
to the stove, paying no attention whatsoever to them . But 
nothing came of it; they said nothing, and two minutes 
later they ceased to notice me again. It struck eleven. 

“Gentlemen/* cried Zverkov, getting up from the sofa, 
“let us all go there now!" 

“Of course, of course,” the others said. 

I turned sharply to Zverkov. I was so exhausted, so 
broken, that I would have cut m\ throat to put an end 
to it. I was in a fever; my hair, soaked with perspiration, 
stuck to my forehead and temples. 

“Zverkov, I beg your pardon,” I said abruptly and 
resolutely, “Ferfichkin, yours too, and everyone’s, every* 
one's; I have insulted you all!” 

“Aha! A duel is not in your line, old man,” Ferfichkin 
hissed venomously. 

It sent a deep pang to my heart. 

“No, it*s not the duel I am afraid of, Ferfichkin! I am 
ready to fight you tomorrow, after we are reconciled. I 
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insist upon it, in fact, and you cannot refuse. I want to 
show you that I am not afraid of a duel. You will fire 
first and I will fire into the air.” 

“He is comforting himself,” remarked Simonov. 

“He’s simply raving,” declared Trudolyubov. 

"But let u$ pass. Why are you barring our way? Well, 
what do you want?” Zverkov answered disdainfully. They 
were all flushed; their eyes were bright; they had been 
drinking heavily. 

"I asked for your friendship, Zverkov; I insulted you, 
but—” 

“Insulted? You-u insulted me-e-e! Permit me to tell 
you, sir, that you never, under any circumstances, could 
possibly insult me.” 

“And that’s enough of you. Out of the way!” concluded 
Trudolyubov. “Let’s go.” 

“Olympia is mine, gentlemen, that’s agreed!” cried 
Zverkov. 

“We won’t dispute your right, we won’t dispute your 
right,” the others answered, laughing. 

I stood as though spat upon. The party went noisily 
out of the room. Trudolyubov struck up some stupid 
song. Simonov remained behind for a moment to tip the 
waiters. I suddenly went up to him. 

“Simonov! give me six roubles!” I said, decisively and 
desperately. 

He looked at me in extreme amazement, with dulled 
eyes. He, too, was drunk. 

“You don’t mean you are even coming with us there ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ve no money,” he snapped out, and with a scornful 
laugh he went out of the room. 

I clutched at his overcoat. It was a nightmare. 

“Simonov! I saw you had money, why do you refuse 
me? Am I a scoundrel? Beware of refusing me; if you 
knew, if you knew why I am asking! Everything depends 
upon it! My whole future, my whole plans!” 

Simonov pulled out the money and almost flung it at 
me. 

“Take it, if you have no sense of shame!” he pro¬ 
nounced pitilessly, and ran to overtake them. 

I was left alone for a moment. Disorder, the remains 
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of dinner, a broken wineglass on the floor, spilt wine, 
cigarette butts, intoxication and delirium in my brain, 
an agonizing misery in my heart and finally the waiter, 
who had seen and heard all and was looking inquisitively 
into my face. 

"I am going there!" I shouted. "Either they will all 
fall down on their knees to beg for my friendship—or I 
will give Zverkov a slap in the face!” 

V 

“So this is it, so this is it at last, a dash with reality,*' I 
muttered as I ran headlong downstairs. "This, it seems, 
is very different from the Pope's leaving Rome and going 
to Brazil; tliis, it seems, is very different from the bail on 
the shores of Lake Como!" 

"You are a scoundrel," flashed through my mind, "if 
you laugh at this now/' 

"No matter!” I cried, answering myself. "Now every* 
tiling is lost I” 

There was no trace of them left, but that made no 
difference— I knew where they had gone. 

At the steps was standing a solitary night sledge-driver 
in a rough peasant coat, powdered over with the wet, and, 
as it were, warm snow that was still falling thickly. It was 
sultry and warm. The little shaggy piebald horse was also 
powdered with snow and was coughing, I remember that 
very well. I made a rush for the roughly made sledge; 
but as so on as I raised my foot to get into it, the recol¬ 
lection of how Simonov had just given me six roubles 
seemed to double me up and I tumbled into the sledge 
like a sack. 

"No, I must do a great deal to make up for all that,” 
I cried. "But I will make up for it or perish on the spot 
this very night. Start!” 

We set off. There was an absolute whirl in my head. 

"They won't go down on their knees to beg for my 
friendship. That is a mirage, a cheap mirage, revolting, 
romantic and fantastical—that is another ball at Lake 
Como. And so I have to slap Zverkov's face I It is my duty 
to. And so it is settled; I am flying to give him a slap in 
tiie lace. Hurry upl” 
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themselves -wrapped in cotton, like some precious jewel 
if only for the benefit of “the sublime and the beautiful. 

Our romantic is a man of great breadth and Je greates 
rogue of all our rogues, I assure you. I can even assure 
you from experience. Of course all that occurs if he is in¬ 
telligent. But what am I sayingl The romantic ^always 
intelligent, and 1 only meant to observe that although 
we have had foolish romantics they don t count, and th y 
were only so because in the flower of their youth they 
degenerated completely into Germans, and to preserve 
their precious jewel more comfortably, settled somewheie 
out there—by preference in Weimar or the Black Forest. 

I for instance! genuinely despised my official work and 
did not openly abuse it simply through necessity because 
I was in if myself and got a salary for it. And, as a result 
take note, 1 did not openly abuse it. Our romantic woulc 
rather go out of his mind (which incidentally happened 
very rarely) than abuse it, unless he had some other 
carL in view; and he is never kicked out unless^ of 
course, he is taken to the lunatic asylum as the King 
of Spain" and then only if he went very mad But after 
all, it is only the thin, fair people who go^tofthmr 
minds in Russia. Innumerable romantics later in life r s 
to considerable rank in the service. Their versatility is 
remarkable! And what a faculty they have ^r the most 
contradictory sensations! I was ceaa^ed b y 
thoughts even in those days, and I am so still. Tha 
why there are so many "broad natures among us who 
never lose their ideal even in the depths of degradation; 
and though they never lift a finger for their ideal, though 
they are arrant thieves and robbers, yet they 
cherish their first ideal and are extraordinarily honest 
at heart. Yes, only among us can the most arrant rogue 
be absolutely and even loftily honest at heart without 
in the least ceasing to be a rogue. I repeat, our TOTaanut^ 
after all, frequently become such accomplished rascals (I 
use the term “rascals” affectionately), suddenly disp ay 
such a sense of reality and practical knowledge, that their 
bewildered superiors and the public can only gape in 

^heifmanvSdedness is really astounding, and good¬ 
ness knows what it may turn itself into under future 
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circumstances, and wiiat lies in store for us later on. They 

h ^ e f?°. d stu ? ! } do n °t say this out of anv foolish or 
boastful patriotism. But I feel sure that you are amtin 

that 1 ^ j° fe ing. Or perhaps it's just the con¬ 
trary, and you are convinced that I really think so. Anv- 

nnrV * sba M welcome both views as an honor 

I di?™ S TOr - A "“ d ° 

"f*’, ol course > maintain a friendship with my 
rSJ was at '™h thfm, a„d“n 

the-rJ 1 ^ e ?P, erJence * even S ave U P bowin- to 

Sef’on, ^° Ugh 1 ^ ad CUt off 311 rllations P Thar^ 

alone° ny happened t0 me once - As a rule, I was always 

i?. tbe fast place, at home, I spent most of my time 
riding. I tried to stifle all that was continually see thin- 
w ithin me by means of external sensations. And the only 
source of external sensation possible for me was readin- 
Reading was a great help, of course, it excited, delighted 
and tormented me. But at times it bored me Sly 
One longed for movement just the same, and I plunged 
b t L°,? Ce - nC \ d , ark ’ subt erranean, Ioathsome-Sot vfre 
from P m J vice ;. My petty passions were acute, smartin- 
from my continual sickly irritability. I had hysterical 
fits, with tears and convulsions. I had no resource except 
reading—that is, there was then nothing in mv sm 
roundings which I could respect and which auLcted 

hYsterica?cSS?fn raed WK £ de P ression ' to °: 1 had an 
f 1 cravl ”g for contradictions and for contrast and 

St r t***™ S3id 311 this to jSfymysd? 

T .Zi JSr b , i ?’ I I am lym &- 1 did wai « to justify myself 

iff 1 -* 6 under gt°und in my soul. I was terribly 

, bei - Dg SCen ' °, f bdng met ’ of bein ? recognized 
I visited various completely obscure places ° 

liVhrtrl "5, 35 1 M ’ aS P assin S a tavern, I saw through a 
lighted window some gentlemen fighting with billiard 

cues, and saw one of them thrown out of the window. 


At another time I would have felt very much disgusted, 
but then I was suddenly in such a mood that I actually 
envied the gentleman thrown out of the window, and 
I envied him so much that I even went into the tavern 
and into the billiard-room. “Perhaps/' I thought, “I'll 
have a fight, too, and they’ll throw me out of the win¬ 
dow.” 

I was not drunk, but what is one to do—after all, de¬ 
pression will drive a man to such a pitch of hysteria. But 
nothing happened. It seemed that I was not even equal 
to being thrown out of the window and I went away 
without having fought. 

An officer put me in my place from the very first 
moment. 

1 was standing by the billiard-table and in my ignor¬ 
ance blocking up the way, and he wanted to pass; he 
took me by the shoulders and without a word—without 
a ■warning or an explanation—-moved me from where I 
was standing to another spot and passed by as though 
he had not noticed me. I could even have forgiven blows, 
but 1 absolutely could not forgive his having moved me 
and so completely failing to notice me. 

Devil knows what I would then have given for a real 
regular quarrel—-a more decent, a more literary one, so 
to speak. I had been treated like a fiy. This officer was 
over six feet, while I am short and thin. But the quarrel 
was in my hands. I had only to protest and I certainly 
would have been thrown out of the window. But I 
changed my mind and preferred to beat a resentful 
retreat. 

I went out of the tavern straight home, confused and 
troubled, and the next night I continued with my petty 
vices, still more furtively, abjectly and miserably than be¬ 
fore, as it were, with tears in my eyes—but still I did 
continue them. Don’t imagine, though, that I funked out 
on the officer through cowardice. I have never been a cow¬ 
ard at heart, though I have always been a coward in 
action. Don’t be in a burr} 1 to laugh. There is an explana¬ 
tion for it. I have an explanation for everything, you may 
be sure. 

Oh, if only that officer had been one of the sort who 
would consent to fight a duel I But no, he was one of those 
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gentlemen (alas, long extinct!) who preferred fighting 
with cues, or, like Gogols Lieutenant Pirogov, appealing 
to the police. They did not fight duels and would have 
thought a duel with a civilian like me an utterly un¬ 
seemly procedure in any case—and they looked upon the 
duel altogether as something impossible, something free- 
thinking and French, but they were quite ready to in¬ 
sult people, especially when they were over six feet. 

I did not funk out through cowardice here but through 
unbounded vanity. I was not afraid of his six feet, not of 
getting a sound thrashing and being thrown out of the 
window; I would probably have had sufficient physical 
courage;^ but I lacked sufficient moral courage. What I 
was afraid of was that everyone present, from the insolent 
marker down to the lowest little stinking pimply clerk 
hanging around in a greasy collar, would jeer at me and 
fail to understand when I began to protest and to address 
them in literary language. For even now we cannot, after 
all, speak of the point of honor—not of honor, but of the 
point of honor (point d'konneur )—except in literary lan¬ 
guage. You cannot allude to the “point of honor 11 in 
ordinary language, I was fully convinced (the sense of 
reality, in spue of all romanticism!) that they wouid all 
simply split their sides with laughter and that the officer 
would not simply, that is, not unmsultingly, beat me, but 
would certainly prod me in the back with his knee, kick 
me round the billiard-table that way and only then per¬ 
haps have pity and throw me out of the window. Of 
course, this trivial incident could not have ended like 
that with me. I often met that officer afterward in the 
street and observed him very carefully. I am not quite 
sure whether he recognized me. I imagine not; I judge 
from certain signs. But 1-—I stared at him with spite and 
hatred and so it went on—for several years! Mv resent¬ 
ment even grew deeper with the years. At first! began 
making stealthy inquiries about this officer. It was difficult 
for me to do so, for I knew no one. But one day I heard 
someone call him by his name in the street when I was 
following him at a distance, just as though I were tied 
to him—and so 1 learned his surname. Another time I 
followed him to his fiat, and for a few pennies learned 
from the porter where he lived, on which fioor, whether 
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he lived alone or with others, and so on—in fact, ever)’- 
thing one could learn from a porter. One mornm|, 
though I had never tried to write anything before, it 
suddenly occurred to me to describe this officer m the 
form of an expose, in a satire, m a tale 1 wrote the tale 
witli relish. X did expose him. 1 slandered him, at first I so 
altered his name that it could easily be recognized but 
on second thought 1 changed it, and sent the story to the 
Annals of the Fatherland. But at that time such exposes 
were not yet the fashion and my story was not printed. 
That was a great vexation to me. Sometimes I was posi¬ 
tively choked with resentment. At last I decided to 
challenge mv enemy to a duel. I composed a splendid, 
charming letter to him, imploring him to apologize to me, 
and hinting rather plainly at a duel in case of. 

The letter was so composed that if the officer had had 
the least understanding of the "sublime and the beauti¬ 
ful” he would certainly have rushed to me to rung nun- 
self on my neck and to' offer me his friendship. And how 
fine that would have been! How we would have gotten 
along! How we would have gotten along! "He could have 
shielded me with his higher rank, while 1 could have 
improved liis mind with my culture, and, well—my ideas, 
and all sorts of things might have happened. Just think, 
this was two vears after his insult to me, and my chal¬ 
lenge was the most ridiculous anachronism, in spite ot 
all the ingenuity of my letter in disguising and explain¬ 
ing away the anachronism. But, thank God (to this day 
I thank the Almighty with tears in ray eyes), I did not 
send the letter to him. Cold shivers run down my back 
when 1 think of what might have happened if I had 
sent it. And all at once I revenged myself m the simplest 
wav, by a stroke of genius! A brilliant thought suddenly 
dawned upon me. Sometimes on holidays I used to stroll 
along the sunny side of the Nevsky between three an 
four in the afternoon. That is, I did not stroll so much 
as experience innumerable torments, humiliations and 
resentments; but no doubt that was just what I wanted. 
I used to wriggle like an eel among the passers-by in the 
most unbecoming fashion, continually moving aside to 
make wav for generals, for officers of the Guards and the 
Hussars, or for ladies. In those minutes I used to feel a 
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connive twinge at my heart, and hot all the way down 
my rfJL. mer e thought of the wretchedness of 

> dress, of the wretchedness and vulgarity of my little 
figure This was a regular rlartyrdom a con- 
tmual, intolerable humiliation at the thought, whidt 

afift/dS ^ mc f ss 5 IlC a n d direct sensation, § that I was 
AvZ™,.?* 7n-° f thxs who!e world . a nasty, disgusting 

any of them if m °K C cult „ ured . “ore noble than 
. em, of course, but a fly that was continually 
making way for everyone, insulted and humiliated by 
everyone, ^\hy I inflicted this torment upon myself why 
I went to the Nevsky, I don’t know. X felt simply drZ? 
there at every possible opportunity. 

meii re «f iy l t e u I 1 be § a " to experience a rush of the enioy- 

S , th ?i Sp °T k y " the fim ^apter. After my 
amir with the officer I felt even more drawn there than 

before: it was on the Nevsky that I met Mm most fre 
quently, it was there that I could admire him He too 
went there chiefly on holidays. He, too, m^e way £ 

SS ihem rt rS ° nS ° f , hi ? h rank> and he * too > sifted 

! hen \ ‘u 6 an eeI: but people like me, or even 

?or Sem ^ !i, he u m l lY Walked over; he ma de straight 
, the ? 3 dl0 , u S h th ere was nothing but empty space 

S'i? ” ver ' und ' r “y 

?e entidv mir er “7 res u entment watching him and- 
resentfully made way for him every time. It tormempd 

£ S? t h e Mn/-Wb StrSet 1 C ° UId n ° l be on an even foot 
in with him. Why must you invariably be the first to 

move aside?" I kept asking myself in hysterical rage 

"Whv g orp P - S T etiraeS at , three °' clock in ' the morning* 
precisely you and not he? After all, there’s no 

h^Let^hp m°v t U: afte 7 a11 ' £here ' s no written law about 
Jiff 1 tbemakm o way be equal as it usuallv is when re¬ 
fined people meet; he moves halfway and you move half¬ 
way; you pass w th mutual respect.” bW Xt never 

noHrp n f d ’ antl i I a ^ ays , made way. while he did not even 
I moved aside for him. And Io and behold the 
most astounding idea dawned upon mel "What" I 
thought, if I meet him and—don’t move aside? What if I 
inThWH^ on purpose, even if l were to bump 

g» ° W , WOuld that be? " Ttl is audacious idea 

little by little took such a hold on me that it gave me no 
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peace. I dreamt of it continually, terribly, and I pur¬ 
posely went to the Nevsky more frequently in order to 
picture more vividly how I would do it when I did do it, 

I was delighted. This plan seemed to me more and more 
practical and possible. “Of course I will not really bump 
him," I thought, already more good-natured in my joy. “I 
will simply not turn aside, will bump against him, not very 
violently, but just shouldering each other—-just as much 
as decency permits. I will bump him just as much as he 
bumps me.” At last I made up my mind completely. But 
my preparations took a great deal of time. To begin 
with, when I carried out my plan I would have to look 
rather more decent, and I had to think of my clothes. 
“In any case, if, for instance, there were any sort of public 
scandal (and the public there is of the most superflu: the 
Countess walks there; Prince D. walks there; the whole 
literary world is there), I would have to be well dressed; 
that inspires respect and of itself puts us in some way on 
equal footing in the eyes of high society.” With that in 
mind I asked for my salary in advance, and bought at 
Churkin’s a pair of black gloves and a decent hat. Black 
gloves seemed to me both more dignified and bon ton 
than the lemon-colored ones which I had contemplated 
at first. “The color is too gaudy, it looks as though one 
were trying to be conspicuous,” and I did not take the 
lemon-colored ones. I had gotten ready a good shirt, with 
the bone studs, long beforehand; but my overcoat very 
much delayed me. The coat in itself was a very good 
one, it kept me warm; but it was wadded and it had a 
raccoon collar which was the height of vulgarity, I had to 
change the collar at any sacrifice, and to have a beaver 
one like an officer's. For this purpose I began visiting the 
Gostiny Dvor and after several attempts I lit on a piece 
of cheap German beaver. Though these German beavers 
very soon wear out and look shabby, at first, when new, 
they look exceedingly well, and after all, I only needed 
it for one occasion. I asked the price; even so, it was too 
expensive. After thinking it over thoroughly I decided to 
sell my raccoon collar. The rest of the money—a con¬ 
siderable sum for me, I decided to borrow from Anton 
Antonich Syetochkin, my superior, an unassuming per¬ 
son, but grave and dependable. He never lent money to 
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anyone, but I had, on entering the service, been specially 
recommended to him by an important personage who 
had got me my job. I was terribly worried. To borrow 
from Anton Antonich seemed to me monstrous and 
shameful. I did not sleep for two or three nights, and 
indeed I did not sleep well in general at that rime, I was 
in a fever; I had a vague sinking at my heart or suddenly 
it would start to throb, throb, throtl Anton An to nidi 
was at first surprised, then he frowned, then he reflected, 
and did after all lend me the money, receiving from 
rae a written authorization to take from my salary a fort¬ 
night later the sum that he had lent me. In this way 
everything was at last ready. The handsome beaver was 
established in place of the mean-looking raccoon, and I 
began by degrees to get to work. It would never have 
done to act offhand, at random; the plan had to be 
carried out skillfully, by degrees. But I must confess that 
after many efforts I almost even began to despair; we 
could not run into each other and that is all there was 
to it. I made every preparation, I was quite determined— 
it seemed as though we would run into one another 
directly—and before I knew what I was doing I had 
stepped aside for him again and he had passed without 
noticing me. I even prayed as I approached him that 
Gdd would grant me determination. One time I had made 
up my mind thoroughly, but it ended in my stumbling 
and falling at his feet because at the very last instant when 
I was only some six indies from him my courage failed 
me. He very calmly stepped over me, while I flew to one 
side like a ball. That night I was ill again, feverish and 
delirious. And suddenly it ended most happily. The night 
before I had made up my mind not to carry out my fatal 
plan and to abandon it all, and with that goal in mind I 
went to the Nevsky for the last time, just to see how I 
would abandon it all. Suddenly, three paces from my 
enemy, I unexpectedly made up my mind—I dosed my 
eyes, and we ran full tilt, shoulder to shoulder, into each 
other! I did not budge an inch and passed him on a 
perfectly equal footing! He did not even look round and 
pretended not to notice it; but he was only pretending, 

I am convinced of that. I am convinced of that to this 
dayl Of course, I got the worst of it—he was stronger. 
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but that was not the point. The point was> that 3.had 
attained my goal, I had kept up my dignity. I had not 
yielded a step, and had put myself.publicly-on an equal 
social footing with him. I returned home deling that I 
was perfectly avenged for everything. I was delighted. I 
was triumphant and sang Italian arias. Of coiirse,! 
not describe to you what happened to me three days 
later: if you have read my first chapter Underground, 
vou can guess for yourself. The officer was afterwar 
transferred; I have not seen him now for fourteen years. 
What is the dear fellow doing now? Whom is he walking 
over? 


II 

But the period of my dissipation would end and I always 
felt terribly sick afterward. It was followed by remoise 
I tried to drive it away; I felt coo sick. By degrees, how¬ 
ever, I grew used to that, too. I grew used ^ every Aing, 
that is, I did not really grow used to it tat rather I 
voluntarily resigned myself to enduring it. But I ha 
means of escape that reconciled everything-—that was to 
find refuge in “the sublime and the beautiful, m dreams. 
Of course I was a terrible dreamer. I would dream for 
three months on end, tucked away in my corner, and you 
may believe me that at those moments I had no resem¬ 
blance to the gentleman who, in his chicken-hearted an 
iety put a German beaver collar on his greatcoat. I sud- 
denlybecame a hero. 1 would not have received my six-foot 
lieutenant even if he had called on me. I could not even 
picture him before me then. What were my dreams and 
how I could satisfy myself with them, it is hard to say 
now, but at the time I did satisfy myself with them, to 
some extent. Dreams were particularly sweet and vivid 
after a little vice; they came with remorse and with tears, 
with curses and transports. There were moments of such 
positive intoxication, of such happiness, that there was 
not the faintest trace of irony within me, on my honor. 
I had faith, hope, love. That is just it I believed 
blindly at such times that by some miracle, through some 
external circumstance, all this would suddenly open out, 
expand; that suddenly a vista of suitable activity bene- 
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above all, ready-made (what sort of 
u l 1V ?j y J no ldca ’ but tbe great thinV was that it 

£ M read y for me )-would rise ul beLJe 
and I should come out into the light of dav almost 

not a ^ >hlte r borse and crowned with laureL I could 
not conceive of a secondary role for myself and for that 

IS I E i r e ,o C r“r>' pU > ed £ in 

reality. Utlier to be a hero or to grovel in the mud— 

rSSta’the T !“" ~ m t "“»• f” wh«n 

f, !? s * n ™ ud 1 comforted myself with the thought 
V"? a hero/and I took refuged 
SL f? f °Vi\ e ? ud: for an ordinary man, say. it £ 
StS^rilfi? defile liurtself, but a hero is too noble to be 
nnrinl l and 50 he mi S ht defile himself. It is worth 

ful" risid GSe 3£ta ^ - 0f " the sublime and beauti- 
!t t^r! d . m t eve T n during the period of vice and iust 
_ times when I had sunk to the very bottom. They 
h V 1 se P^ rat ^ # s P ur ts, as though reminding me of 
themselves but did not banish the vice by the™ a£ 
pearance. On the contrary, they seemed to add a zest to u 
by contrast, and were only sufficiently present to serve as 
an appetizing sauce. That sauce was made up of con- 

and < Sl I ihe£ d tnT >Eerm ® s ’ °} a ? onizin g mward P analysis, 
and all these torments and pin-pricks lent mv vice a 

plS fSSnedTh 7 Cn a “Sf^ance—in short, com- 
p etely fulfilled the function of a good sauce. There was 

even a certain depth of meaninf in it. Ani I could 

hardiy have restrained myself to the simple, vulgar direct 

WfS^n w C f, 3nd have endured ah the filthiness of'it 
Hhat could have attracted me about it then and have 
driven me at night into the street? No, I had a noble 
loophole for everything. Dte 

And what love, oh Lord, what love I felt at times in 
*° 1 se t / iTe , ams ™ ne [ In those "flights into the sublime 
f r d c he beautlful 1 . ; though it was fantastic love, though 
t was never applied to anything human in reality vet 
there was so much of this love that afterward one did 
,j™ n fe ? ! che nnpulse to apply it i n rea litv; that 
would have been a superfluous luxury. Everythin- how! 
ever, always passed satisfactorily by a lazv and fascmatin® 
iransition into the sphere of art; Lt 5 into Sb ea u J 
ful forms of life, ready made, violently stolen from the 
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poets and novelists and adapted to all sorts of needs and 
uses. I, for instance, was triumphant over everyone; 
everyone, of course, lay in the dust and was forced to 
recognize my superiority spontaneously, and I forgave 
them all. I, a famous poet, and a courtier, fell in love; 

I inherited countless millions and immediately devoted 
them to humanity, and at the same time I confessed 
before all the people my shameful deeds, which, of 
course, were not merely shameful, but contained an 
enormous amount of “the sublime and the beautiful, 
something in the Manfred style. Everyone would weep and 
kiss me (what idiots they would be if they did not), while 
I would go barefoot and hungry preaching new ideas and 
fighting a victorious Austerlitz against the reactionaries. 
Then a march would sound, an amnesty would be de¬ 
clared, the Pope would agree to retire from Rome to 
Brazil; then there would be a ball for the whole of Italy 
at the Villa Borghese on the shores of Lake Como, Lake 
Como being for that purpose transferred to the neighbor¬ 
hood of Rome; then would come a scene in the bushes, 
etc,, etc.—as though you did not know all about it! You 
will say that it is vulgar and base to drag all this_ into 
public after all the tears and raptures I have myself ad¬ 
mitted, But why is it base? Can you imagine that I am 
ashamed of it all, and that is was stupider than anything 
in your life, gentlemen? And I can assure you that some 
of these fancies w r ere by no means badly composed. Not 
everything took place on the shores of Lake Como. And 
yet you are right—it really is vulgar and base. And what 
is most base of all is that I have now started to justify 
myself to you. And even more base than that is mv 
malung this remark now. But that's enough, or, after all, 
there will be no end to it; each step will be more base 

than the last. , 

I could never stand more than three months of dream¬ 
ing at a time without feeling an irresistible desire to 
plunge into society. To plunge into society meant to 
visit my superior, Anton Antonich Syetochkin. He was 
die only permanent acquaintance I have had in my life, 
and I even wonder at the fact myself now. But I even 
went to see him only when that phase came over me, and 
when my dreams had reached such a point of bliss that it 
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became essential to embrace my fellows and all mankind 
immediately. And for that purpose I needed at least one 
human being at hand who actually existed. I had to call 
on Anton Antonich, however, on Tuesday—his at-home 
ay, so I always had to adjust my passionate desire to 
embrace humanity so that it might fall 011 a Tuesday, 
this Anton Antomch lived on the fourth floor in a 
house in Five Corners, in four low-pitched rooms of a 
particularly frugal and sallow appearance, one smaller 
than the next. He had two daughters and their aunt, who 
used to pour out the tea. Of the daughters one was 
thirteen and another fourteen, they both had snub noses, 
an ta as terribly embarrassed by them because they 

rfJL 3 ™ his P erin S a «d giggling together. The 
master of the house usually sat in his study on a leather 
couch in front of the table, with some gray-headed gentle- 
raan, usually a colleague from our office or even some 
other department. I never saw more than two or three 
visitors there, and those always the same. They talked 
about the excise duty, about business in the senate, about 
salaries, about promotions, about His Excellency, and 
the best means of pleasing him, and so on, and so on. I 
had the patience to sit like a fool beside these people for 
four hours at a stretch, listening to them without know¬ 
ing what to say to them or venturing to say a word I 
became stupefied; several times I felt myself perspiring. I 
was overcome by a sort of paralysis; but that was pleasant 
and useful for me. On returning home I deferred for a 
time my desire to embrace all mankind. 

I had, however, one other acquaintence of a sort, 
Simonov, who was an old schoolfellow. Indeed I had a 
number of schoolfellows in Petersburg, but I did not 
associate with them and had even given up nodding to 
them in the street. Perhaps I even transferred into the 
department I was in simply to avoid their company and 
™ at one stroke all connection with my hateful 
childhood. Curses on that school and all those terrible 
years of penal servitude! In short, I parted from my 
schoolfellows as soon as I got out into the world There 
were two or three left to whom I nodded in the street 
One of diem was Simonov, who had been in no way dis¬ 
tinguished at school, was of a quiet and even disposition; 
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but I discovered in him a certain independence of charac¬ 
ter and even honesty. I don't even suppose that he was 
particularly limited. I had at one time spent some rather 
soulful moments with him, but these had not lasted long 
and had somehow been suddenly clouded over. He was 
evidently uncomfortable at these reminiscences, and was, 
it seemed, always afraid that 1 might take up the same 
tone again. I suspected that he had an aversion for me, 
but I still went on going to see him, not being com¬ 
pletely certain of it. . . 

And so on one occasion, on a Thursday, unable to 
endure my solitude and knowing that it was Thursday 
Anton Antonich’s door would be closed, I thought o 
Simonov. Climbing up four floors to his place, I was 
thinking that 1 made the man uncomfortable and that 
it was a mistake to go to see him. But as it always 
happened that such reflections impelled me even more 
strongly, as though purposely, to put myself into a false 
position, I went in. It was almost a year since I had last 
seen Simonov, 


III 

I found two more of my old schoolfellows with him. 
They seemed to be discussing an important matter. All 
of them scarcely took any notice of my entrance, winch 
was strange, for I had not seen them for years Evidently 
they looked upon me as something on the level ot a 
common fly. 1 had not been treated like that even at 
school, although everybody hated me there. I knew, of 
course, that they must despise me now for my lack ot 
success in the service, and for having let myself sink so 
low, going about badly dressed and so on which seemed 
to them a sign of my inaptitude and insignificance. But 
nevertheless f had not expected such contempt. Simonov 
even seemed surprised at my turning up. Even in the old 
days he had always seemed surprised at my coming. A U 
this disconcerted me; I sat down, feeling rather miser¬ 
able, and began listening to what they were saying. 

They were engaged in an earnest and even heated dis¬ 
cussion about a farewell dinner these gentlemen wanted 
to arrange together the very next day for their friend 

53 


Zverkov, an officer in the army, who was going awav to a 
m’SJJTCa®’ Monsieur Zverkov had blen Id the 5 time 
■ W1 h me tOD - 1 had be S un to hate him par- 
5 m f^k in t le Upper classes - In the lower classes he had 
I hlrl') b f Ct ? f ,P re tty. playful boy whom everybody liked. 
I had hated him, however, even in tire lower classes, jus 
because he was a pretty and playful boy. He was always 
consistently poor in his work, and got worse and Se 
as he went on; nevertheless he was successfully graduated 
as influence was exerted on his behalf. During his list 

S V^°°\ he “Sf** an esta£e of «"o%undi a e d 

~&£i* almost all of us were poor he even started 
to boast before us. He was vulgar to the worst de°ree but 

boasted/In §ood , nat “ red even when he 

oasted. In spite of superficial, fantastic and rhetorical 

notions of honor and dignity, all but a very few of us 
^«mveIy grovelled A before Zverkov, and the more so the 
more he boasted. And they did not grovel for anv ad¬ 
vantage, but simply because he had been favored bv the 
gifts of nature. Moreover, we came somehow to accept 
die idea that Zverkov was a specialist in regard to taS 
manners. That particularly infuriated me. I 

rnirad ^ e / har f-' self ' confidem tone of his voice, his ad- 
for , ht * ovm witticisms, which were terribly 

hU P hnnH 10Ugh k 1G WaS • j° ld in his expressions; I hated 
“ h h ™? SlU ? ld face ( for which I would, how- 
cver, have gladly exchanged my intelligent one), and 

’forrip? 6 ! 3 h d r ea t Sy ^ mi ’ t3 ^ manners in fashion in the 
forties. I hated the way in which he used to talk of his 

futuie conquests of women (he did not venture to begin 
with women until he had officer’s epaulettes and fas 
looking forward to them with impatience), and boasted 

hofr dUdS he J vou!d constantly be fighting. I remember 
how I, invariably so taciturn, suddenly attacked Zverkov 

schnniwf day he tal *i ed at a leisure moment with his 
schoolfellows of the affairs he would have in the future 

and growing as sportive as a puppy in the sun he all ar 
once declared that he woukfnSfleave a SjTvita 
girl on his estate unnoticed, that that was his droit rtr 
seigneur, and that if the peasants dared to protest he 

SSJf"* th , em aI1 flo ® ed a ” d d ™ble theiftfes the 
bearded rascals. Our servile rabble applauded, but I 
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attacked him, not at all out of compassion for the girls 
and their fathers, but simply because they were applju 
suc ji a beetle. I got the better of him on that occasion, 
but though Zverkov was stupid he was lively and u^pu- 
dent and so laughed it off, and even m such a way that 
mv victory was not really complete: the laugh^ 
his side. He got the better of me on several occasions 
afterward but without malice, somehow just in jest, 
casually, in fun. 1 remained maliciously and contemptu¬ 
ously silent. When we left school he made advances 
me-"I did not rebuff them much, tor 1 was flattered, but 
we soon parted naturally. Afterward I bwd of h» 
barrack-room success as a lieutenant, and of th f J 
he was leading. Then there came other rumors of 
successes in the service. By then be no 
in the street, and I suspected that he was afraid ot com 
promising himself by greeting a person as« 
f t a i sc > saw him once m the theatre, in the 
of boS. Bv men he was a staff officer. He was twisting 
and twirling about, ingratiating himself with the daug - 
S of an Indent general. In three 

gotten considerably worse, though he wi still ratftCT 
handsome and smart. He had somehow swelled, started 
to put on weight. One could see that by the tune he was 
thirty he would be completely fat. So it was, finally, to 
this Zverkov that my schoolfellows were going to gne 
dinner on his departure. They had kept up with him or 
those three years, though privately they did 
themselves on an equal fooung with him, I am com meed 

° £ Of Limonov's two visitors, one was Ferfichkm, a Rus¬ 
sianized German—a little fellow with the face of a mom 
kev a blockhead who was always deriding everyone, a 
verv bitter enemv of mine from our days m the lower 
classes—a vulgar,'impudent, boastful fellow, who affected 
a most sensitive feeling of personal ’ 1 

course he was a wretched little coward at heart. He was 
one of those admirers of Zverkov who made up to the 
latter out of calculation, and often borrowed money from 
E staonoVs other visitor, Trudolyubov was a person 
in no way remarkable-a military lad tall with a cold 
face, quite honest. But he worshipped success of every 
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sort, and was only capable of thinking of promotion He 

.eSnT™™ ° £ Z I ertov a " <l '<*>» “ i' 

n J e , 3 certain importance among us. He 
beWor Xr* ° f any co . nse< l uence whatever; while his 
"Wen Ln W m n0t quite courteous . ^ was tolerable. 
Iviih™ ’ W1E1 seven roubles each,’* said Trudo- 

rH? ’ „ n ; ent r° ne rou P s from the three of us, we can 
dine weH. Zverkov, of course, won't pay." 

decided^ 11 ” 6 ^ SmCC We 316 invitin S inm.” Simonov 

Can J ou imagine, Ferfichkin interrupted hotlv and 

m^tPr^h V ' lkC f° me insolent flunky boasting of his 
master the general s decorations, “can you imamne that 
Zverkov will Jet us pay alone? He will Lcern from deli 

“St *" 1 ?" ,viU «* on lS- 

served *If ed ha r^ a **** for ^ four of mr> ob- 

I^ d i lyub °r* takln S notice only of the half case. 
So the three of us, with Zverkov for the fourth 
^venty-one roubies, at the Hotel de Paris at five o'clock 
tomorrow, Simonov, who had been asked to make the 
arrangements, concluded finally. U 

How about twenty-one roubles?” I asked tn tnma 
agitation, even offended, apparently; “if you count me lt 
wi be twenty-eight, not £venty-o£ roubles? 

i seemed to me that to invite myself so suddenly and 
Sff y W ° Uld be P osidvel y graceful, and that they 
wfrhispec? C ° nqUered at ° nce and would lQ ok at me 

j. ^?° >' ou to join, too?" Simonov observed with 

KSS out^ SCemed t0 aV ° id looti ^ at *■- He W 

that he knew me inside out. 

ron nlr 01, A£ter all, I am an old schoolfellow of his 
too, I believe, and I must admit I feel offended that vou 

“Anf T ° Ut " 1 SaM ' b0i]i "g OVer 3 ^n 

roughly. We t0 6nd y ° U? ” FerficUd ° Put in 

IvnW JddT?^ ^ g °°n teims with Zv erkov," Trudo- 
lymbov added, frowning. But I had already clutched at 
the idea and would not let go. ; a at 

“I do not think that anyone has a right to iudee that " 
retorted m a shaking voice, as though Godonly knows 
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what had happened. "Perhaps that is just my reason for 
wishing it now, that I have not always been on good 

terms with him.” , t T 

"Oh, there's no mating you out—with these refine¬ 
ments,” Trudolyubov jeered- 

"We’ll put your name down, Simonov decided, ad¬ 
dressing me. “Tomorrow at five o’clock at the Hotel de 

Paris,” , , 

“What about die money?" Ferfichkin began m an 
undertone, indicating me to Simonov, but he broke oh, 
for even Simonov was embarrassed. t , 

“That will do,” said Trudolyubov, getting up. It He 

wants to come so much, let him.” . , „ 

"But after all it’s a private thing, between us friends 
Ferfichkin said crossly, as he too picked up his hat. it s 
not an official meeting. Perhaps we do not want you at 

all—” 

They went away. Ferfichkin did not salute me in any 
wav as he went out. Trudolyubov barely nodded. Simo¬ 
nov, with whom I remained alone, was in some state of 
vexed perplexity, and looked at me strangely. He did not 

sit down and did not ask me to. , 

“H’m—yes—tomorrow, then. Will you pay your share 
now? 1 just ask so as to know," he muttered in embarrass- 

"^Tblazed up in anger but as I did so I remembered 
that I had owed Simonov fifteen roubles for ages 
which I had, indeed, never forgotten, though I had not 

^ "You will understand, Simonov, that I could have had 
no idea when I came here—I am very much vexed that I 
have forgotten—” 

“All right, all right, it doesn’t matter. You can pay to¬ 
morrow after the dinner. After all, I simply wanted to 

know— Please don’t—” . ... 

He broke off and began pacing the room still more 
vexed. As he walked he began to thump with, his heels 
and stomped even louder. 

"Am I keeping you?” I asked, after two minutes of 

Sll “Oh; nol” he said, starting, “that is-to be truthful- 
yes. I have to go and see someone—not far from here, 
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he,, Mv e f^t SOrt a P°|°§ e j t i c i voice, somewhat ashamed. 
: l\ goodness, but why didn't you say so?” I cried 

CR ^ incidenta % an astonishingly free- 
Sfe ™ the th "S I »«uld 6ne S 

After all, it's close by—not two paces awav " Simri- 

aE^ atd h'l CC ?5 panying rae to the front d o° r with 
a fussy air which did not suit him at all. “So five o'clock 

me n He a Ss tomoTT ,°Y’" he called down the stairs after 
“tS J very I lad to get » d of me. I was in a fury, 
upon ±™?"T S ? n ? e ’/ hat Poised me to force m^elf 
street “S , 0 gnaSh f d , my ieeth > as 1 sm > d ® along die 
couSe r h J/K S t ? UndreI ’ a P« «ke that ZverkovI Of 
c bad bett lr er not g°; of course, I can just snap my 
fingeis at them I am not bound in any way* I'll send 
Simonov a note by tomorrow’s post—” 

.uf r U T what ,^ lade m ® furious was that I knew for certain 
that I would go, that I would purposely go; and the 
more tactless, the more ill-mannered my going would be 
the more certainly I would go. 8 5 ’ 

And there was even a positive obstacle to my going- I 

I hn3 ,o? ey - ' ha , d ? lt0 8 elk «’ w* "ine roSOur 
I had to give seven of that to my servant, Apollon for 

top Slf wagei - That was aU 1 

Not to pay him was impossible, considering his charar- 

of” mine V”!! talk . abouc that fellow, about that plague 
gi mine, another time r 6 

pay Sm S 1 maM 8° a11 a " d "»• 

Apl'hf 1 ni § bt 1 had che most hideous dreams. No won- 

nf mv h H Wh ° f e even j n ^ 1 had been oppressed bv memories 

shS 1 ^' iU,de at sch ° o1 ’ and f not 

shake them oft. I was sent to the school by distant re- 

b-rv^h Uf 5° n T- 0m 1 was de P e ndent and*of whom I 
Sjm h b eard * otb ' n S since—they sent me there, a lonely 
silent boy already crushed by their reproaches alreadv 
troubled^ by doubt, and looking savagely at everythin* 

^ M J schooJ fellows met me with spiteful and 
merciless jibes because I was not like any of them But I 

S2v r* taUnlS: 1 C ° uld nOE ^ ve irl to them 
s chea P ] y a® they gave in to one another. I hated them 
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from the first, and shut myself away 

timid, wounded and disproportionate pride 'TheiOTse 
ness revolted me. They laughed cymcally at my face, at 
my clumsy figure; and yet what stupid faces they t em- 
“Lshad In our school the boys' faces somehow de¬ 
generated and grew stupider particularly. How many 
fine-looking boys came to us? In a few years they be cam 
repulsive looking. Even at sixteen I wondered at them 
moroselv; even then I was struck by the pettiness of their 
thoughts, the stupidity of their pursuits, Jem games, 
their conversations. They had no understan 1 g 
essential things, they took no interest in such stnki g, 
impressive subjects, that I could not help oo^de^g 
them inferior to myself- It was not wounded vanity t . 
drove me to it, and for God’s sake do not thrust upa* me 
your hackneyed remarks, repeated to nausea th 
only a dreader, while they even then ^ 

life. They understood nothing, they had no icle £ 

life and 1 swear that that was what made me most 
dignant with them. On the contrary, the most obvious, 
sinking reality they accepted with fantastic stupidity and 
even len had already begun to respect only success^ 
Everything that was just, but oppressed and looked down 
upon they laughed at cruelly and shamefully. They took 
rank for intelligence; even at sixteen they were 
talking about a snug berth. Of course a great deal of it 
wSdue to their stupidity, to the bad examples that con¬ 
stantly surrounded them in their childhood and boy 
hood They were monstrously depraved. Of course muc 
of that, too, was superficial and much was only JEected 
cynicism; of course there were glimpses of youth and 
freshness in them even beneath their depravity; but 
that freshness was not attractive m them, and showed 
itself in a certain rakishness. I hated them mm y, 
thrush perhaps I was worse than any of them. They re 
paidrain kind, and did not conceal their aversion for 
^ But bv then I did not want them to like me, on the 
contrary^/continually longed for ^m to hum l« 
To escape from their derision I purposely began to make 
TffSJ^ogress 1 could with my studies and forced my 
“p- ta/ressed to- 

they aU began to grasp slowly that I was already reading 
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books none of them could read, and understood things 
(not forming part of our school curriculum) of which 
they had not even heard. They took a savage and sar- 
castic view of it, but were morally impressed, especially 
as the teachers began to notice me on those grounds. The 
mockery ceased but the hostility remained, and cold and 
strained relations were formed between us. In the end I 
could not stand it myself; with years a craving for society, 
for inends, developed in me. I attempted to get on 
friendly terms with some of my schoolfellows; but some¬ 
how or other my intimacy with them was always strained 
and soon ended of itself. Once, indeed, I did have a 
mend. But I was already a tyrant at heart; I wanted to 
exercise unlimited power over him; I tried to instil into 
a . c ° nLeni pE for his surroundings; I required of him a 
disdainful and complete break with those surroundings, 
frightened him with my passionate affection; I reduced 
t0 tears ' to convulsions. He was a simple and de¬ 
voted soul; but when he submitted to me completely I 

thSl/alM 16 *£“, ™ me f diate, y and rejected Wm—as 
though all I needed him for was to win a victory over 

him, to subjugate him and nothing else. But I could not 

3 ° f - th r em; my Mend was not at aI1 like them 

either, he was, in fact, a rare exception. The first thing I 

whichVharftf sch ° oI , wa 5 to S iv e up the special job for 
niv Tia J ilf been d ? stined so 35 to break all ties, to curse 
S2y P ?ftCT L° 1 M ^ inds ~ And goodness knows 

311 thaE \ I should drag myself to that Simonovl 

bi ,h e ! ra ( 0rn!I,g 1 r ° U f d m y self and jumped out of 
excitement, as though it were all about to 

fn ™rf ° nCe ' Bl “ 1 belleved that some radical change 
JL n lfe W2S COmm &* and w °ul d inevitably come that 
day. Owing to its rarity, perhaps, any external event 

mdir a T r rt! nVia ’■ alwayS ,. made me feel as though some 

wem L tnff 1 " my Ilfe , w ° uld occur immediately. I 
went to the office as usual, however, but slipped awav 
home two hours early to get ready. The impomm thing 

' S n0t C j be the first to arrive > °r they will 

STimhT^r f rJ °r d 31 C ° ming - Eut there were thousands 
, h ttuportant points to consider, and they all agi¬ 
tated me to the point of impotence. I polished mv boots 
second time with my own hands; nothing in the' world 
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would have induced Apollon to clean^t^ad^ 
as he considered that it was more than his duties requ 
nf him 1 stole the brushes to clean them from the 

wasTn Sodlhape°, but I could hardly go out to dmner 
my unFform. And the worst thing was that on he knee 
of mv trousers was a big yellow stam I had a 

that stain would in itself deprive me ot nine tenuis 
of mv personal dignity. I knew, too, that it was stooping 
very low to think so. "But this is no time for 
now the real thing is beginning, I *° P n § then that I 
heart sank. I knew, too, perfectly we how could I 

was monstrously exaggerating the fa ■ already 

heln it? I could not control myself and 1 was aireauy 

giiPISt 

EV53dS* =*«« ib ifTLw STS 

and faint-heartedness, and £ 

literary comnionplace it would all be. Ore. * 

SS«o“”te nit to go>t .11. But that was the most im- 
SSfble of all: once I.feel impeUed to do anyth,ng I 
im completely drawn into it, head first. 

■ eprP( \ at mvself ever afterward: So you tunkea u, you 
ffiri to&f thing, you funked hi" On the cor. rary, I 
passionately longed to show all that rabble I « 

br ei s t irstr issz W 5s? 

fever,’ I dreamed of getting the upper hand, ■°, £ . ” 

35“m"?le n vlt^of a ThouSu 3. unmistakable 

wit ” They would abandon Zverkov, hei would sit on one 
SSs S and “Junes’tSffSSS 
S^affieJbm wba'fwTmost spiteful and insult- 
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ing for me was that I knew even then knew romnW*>tv 

fha'f { OT y C ? n!nn ’ tkat 1 needed nothing of all this read/ 
hat I did not really want to crush, tosubduetoaSact 
iS *“* I be the fe, no. to Se a S 

craved tnVnH ^ ven lf 1 dld achiev e it. Oh, how I 

prayed to God for the day to pass quickly! In inexpressible 

anguish I went to the window, opened l pJe lld looked 
snow. 0 ** tUrbld darkness °* ^ thickly falling wet 

«.dV aSt m J wret f hed little wall clock hissed out five. I 

been ah y d n0t£ ° look a£ Apollon, who had 

been all day expecting his month’s wages, but in his 

pride was unwilling to be the first to speak about it 1 
slipped past him and out tire door, and jump^ng inlo a 
high-class sledge, on which I spent my last half-rouble I 
drove up m grand style to the Hotel de Paris ’ 

IV 

L*? ad alread y known the day before that I would be the 

redence. amVe ' Bm “ W3S n ° Ion § er a *p£ 

were *J*y there, but I even bad difficulty 
The tabIehad still not been completely 
set. yv hat did it mean? After a good many questions I 

Si n a j cer£amed / rom the waiters that the dinner had 
been ordered not for five, but for six o’clock. This was 
confirmed at the buffet too. I even felt ashamed to iTn 
questioning them It was still only twenty-five minutes 
past five. If they changed the dinner hour they ought in 

Smd „«t iT Ct T- kxlow —that is what the post is 
ior and not to have subjected me to “shame" both in my 

and ~ wd1 ' before Ule waiters. I sa t down: the 
servant began to set the table; I felt even more insulted 

W h pr f e r f - Toward six o'clock thev brought 
m candles, though there were lamps burning in therein 
t had not occurred to the waiter, however, to g 

at on< r e Y hea 1 arrived - In the next room, two 
gloomy, angry-lookmg persons were eating their dinners 
m silence at two different tables. There w’as a great dSl 
of noise, even shouting, in a room farther awav one 
could hear the laughter of a crowd of people, and nasty 
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little shrieks in French; there were ladies at the dinner. 

In short, it was sickening. I rarely passed a more un¬ 
pleasant time, so much so that when they did arrive all 
together punctually at six 1 was for the first moment ove- 
joyed to see them, as though they were my delivery and 
almost forgot it was incumbent upon me to look insulted. 

ZvSkov walked in at the head of them; evidently he 
was the leading spirit. He and all of them were laughing, 
but seeing me, Zverkov drew himself up, walked up o 
me unhurriedly with a slight, rather jaunty_ bend from the 
wakr and shook hands ivith me m a friendly but not 
over-friendly fashion, with a sort of circumspect courtesy 
almost like a general’s as though in giving me his hand 
he were warding oh something. I had imagined, on the 
contrary, that £ soon as he came in he would^ 
ately break into his former thin shrieking J^gh and fall 
to making his insipid jokes and witticisms. I had been 
preparing for them ever since the previous day^ but l had 
never expected such condescension, such high-otfacial 
courtesv So, then, he felt himself immeasurably su pen or 
to me in every respect! If he had only meant to insult me 
bv that high-official tone, it would sull not have mat¬ 
tered I thought—I could pay him back for it one way or 
another But what if, in reality, without the least desire 
to be ofiensive, that sheep’s-head had sermusty acquired 
the notion that he was immeasurably supexicir to me and 
could only look at me in a patronizing way. The very 

supposition made me gasp. , . . . v,_ 

**I was surprised to hear of your desire to join us, he 
began, lisping and drawling, which was something new 
“Y?u and ? I seem to have seen nothing of one another 
You fight shy of us. You shouldn't. We are not such 
terrible people as you think. Well, anyway, I am glad to 

rei And°he tmneTcSmlessly to put down his hat on the 

' Vl "Hav e S you been waiting long?" Trudolyubov inqmrecl 
"1 arrived punctually at five o’clock as I was m ormed 
vesterday,” 1 answered aloud, with an irritability 
oromised an imminent explosion. , , 

P “Didn’t you let him know that we had changed the 

hour?" said Trudolyubov to Simonov. 

63 


. " No : 1 I forgot," the latter replied, with no 

t f 11 . O Ie S ret ’ and without even apologizing to me he 
wen t off to order die hors d’ouevres p 6 s “ 

fellow I - he , re . a whoIe hour? Oh* you Poor 

fel owl Zverkov cned ironically, for according to 1 his 

notions tins was bound to be extremely funny That 

scoundrel Ferfichkin followed with his nasity litde'sniper 

WV*PP“g- My position struck him, too°as 
extremely ludicrous and embarrassing. 

* r“ I tU Tl ? 1 alI! " 1 cried t0 Ferfichkin, more and 
more irritated "It wasn’t my fault, but other people” 

sTmpVafi" ” lK me know ' 11 »—h w» 

^ ts not only absurd, but something else as well" 
muttered Trudolyubov, naively taking my part "You 
are too complacent about it. It was simply rutleness-un- 
intentional, of course. And how could Simonov—h’m!” 

Ferfichkin, C “I wouldk”^ b '“ played °” ma " obse " ed 
7 " B , ut Y ° U shouId have ordered yourself something - 

w2!tag touT.” P ’ “ mpIy “ ted for »i*ou, 

“You will allow that I might have done that without 
your penmssion, I rapped out. "If I waited, it was—’" 

in Si- d ° wn> § ent T Iemen >’' o-ied Simonov, coming 
E e ^di m g is ready; I can answer for the chanmagne- 

addre« P w 7 ChllIed ;~ After aI1 > I ^ d not know 
address. Where was I to look for you?” He suddenly 

SSenHvT^ h Ut l 3g5lin u 6 Seemed to avoid lookingat m2 
Evidently he had something against me. He mult have 

made up his mind after what happened yesterday 

tabfo e ?Sl Sa l ° Wn: 1 dM the Same 11 was a ™und 
table. Trudolyubov was on my left, Simonov on my right 

Zverkov was sitting opposite, Ferfichkin next to him 
between him and Trudolyubov. ' 

V J^- e11 me ’ are you—in a government agency?” 
Zverkov went on, attending to me. Seeing that I was 

2jSP*® ed ' he s “ iousl y thought that heought to be 
friendly to me, and, so to speak, cheer me up. “Does he 

Whn tIlr ? w a bottle at his (head or something?" 

I thought, m a fury. In my unaccustomed surroundings 
I was unnaturally quick to be irritated ® 
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-office,” I answered jerkily, with my eyes 


“In the N 

“And—ha-ave you a good berth? Te-e -11 me, what 
ma-a-de you leave your former job? 

“What ma-a-de me was that I wanted to leave my origi¬ 
nal iob," I drawled twice as much as he, hardly able to 
control myself. Ferfichkin snorted. Simonov looked at me 
ironically. Trudolyubov stopped eating and began look- 

m Zverkov 'was jarred but he pretended not to notice 

“A-a-and the remuneration?” 

“What remuneration?” 

“I mean, your sa-a-lary?” _ 

“Why are you cross-examining me? 

However, I told him at once what my salary was. 1 

blushed terribly. _ - 

“It is not very handsome,” Zverkov observed ma- 

^“Yes! you can't afford to dine in restaurants on that ” 

Ferfichkin added insolently. 

“I think it's very low,” Trudolyubov observed gravely. 
“And how thin you have grown 1 How you have 
changed 1 ” added Zverkov, with a shade of venom in his 
voiced scanning me and my attire with a sort of msolent 

“Oh spare his blushes,” cried Ferfichkin, sniggering- 
“My dear sir, permit me to tell you I am not blush¬ 
ing,” I broke out at last; “do you hear? I am dining here, 
at this restaurant, at my own expense, at mine, not at 
other people's—note that, Monsieur Ferfichkin. 

“Wha-at do you mean? Isn't everyone here dining at 
his own expense? You seem to be—” Ferfichkin let fly 
at me, turning as red as a lobster, and looking me m t e 

k“Tha-at’s what I mean,” I answered, feeling I had gone 
too far, “and I imagine it would be better to talk of 

^^You^nt^rwshow^ffyour intelligence, I suppose?” 
“Don't disturb yourself, that would be quite out of 

^ “What are you clacking away like that for, my good sir, 
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ment?" Ve 7 ° U g ° ne ° Ut ° f your wits in y our dumbpzn- 

tauVe"y Ugh ’ SenUemen ’ enou S b} " Zverkov cried, amhori- 

“How stupid it is," muttered Simonov. 

y 1 f SEUpi ? 1 ' We have “et here, a company of 
ar^^nr * £ *f eweI1 dmner to a good comrade and you 
r1rL L ng °,? Scores " said Trudolyubov, rudely ad¬ 
dressing himself to me alone. “Yesterday you invited vour- 

“Frini? 1 h USl S ° ft ?’ 1 disturb ^ general harmony.” 

■ , plough, enough! cried Zverkov. “Stop it, gentlemen 

££ £sy ,0 “ hSw 5 

There was not a word about marriage, however but 

corn-tierIwKi a l orn ^ d with generals, colonels and’high 

SS It was tr^fi° V - P ^ CtiCaIly t00k lead am °ng 
kin even ?,ue!S " W»™g Uughrer; Ferfictf. 

and 0 hu“il,S."" y a ‘ ,emi0 ” “ “• and 1 « <™l*i 

“Good heavens, these are not the people for me!" i 

themf^’ i'^r a f ° o1 1 have made of myself before 
Jem! I let Ferfichkin go too far, though. The brnes 

Th^’Jwf 11 “ a an h T° r £or me t0 sit down with them. 
h ' d j n C ur } ders£and tba£ J do them an honor. I to 
oh f" d n n0t dl - e >' to me! I’ v e grown thinner! Mv clothes! 
Oh. damn my trousers! Zverkov long ago noticed the 
yellow stain on the knee ... But what's the use! I 
must get up at once, this very minute, take my hat and 
simpiy go without a word—out of contempt' And to 

“nU 311 Se h d 3 K halIengC - The scoun drels! .After 
' 1 ” n 1 <^e about the seven roubles. They mav think 

go d£ a SSiute!” 1 Care abOUt the seven r ° ubies - ni 

Of course I remained. 

I di ank sherry' and Lafitte by the glassful in my distress 
Being unaccustomed to it, I quickly became inloxSd 

footed l,f n "° yance mcr eased with the intoxication. I 
longed all at once to insult them all in a most flagrant 
manner and then go away. To seize the momeniFand 
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show what I could do, so that they would say, “Though 
he is absurd, he's clever,” and—and—in short, damn 
them all! 

I scanned them all insolently with my dulled eyes. 
But they seemed to have forgotten me altogether. They 
were noisy, vociferous, cheerful. Zverkov kept talking. I 
began to listen. Zverkov was talking about some sumptu¬ 
ous lady whom he had at last led on to declaring her 
love (of course, he was lying like a horse), and how he 
had been helped in this affair by an intimate friend of 
his, a Prince Kolya, an officer in the Hussars, who had 
three thousand serfs. 

“And yet, this Kolya, who has three thousand serfs, 
has not put in an appearance here tonight at all to see 
you off,” I cut in suddenly. For a minute everyone was 
silent. 

“You are drunk already.” Trudolyubov deigned to 
notice me at last, glancing contemptuously in my direc¬ 
tion. Zverkov, without a word, examined me as though 
I were a little beetle, I dropped my eyes. Simonov made 
haste to fill up the glasses with champagne. 

Trudolyubov raised his glass, as did everyone else but 
me. 

“Your health and good luck on the journey!” he cried 
to Zverkov. “To old times, gentlemen, to our future, 
hurrah!” 

They all tossed off their glasses, and crowded round 
Zverkov to kiss him. I did not move; my full glass stood 
untouched before me. 

“Why, aren't you going to drink it?” roared Trudo¬ 
lyubov, losing patience and turning menacingly to me. 

“I want to make a toast separately, on my own ac¬ 
count . . . and then HI drink it, Mr. Trudolyubov,” 

“Disgusting crank!” muttered Simonov, 

I drew myself up in my chair and feverishly seized my 
glass, prepared for something extraordinary, though I 
did not know myself precisely what I was going to say, 

“Silence!” cried Ferfichkin, in French, “Now for a dis¬ 
play of wit!” 

Zverkov waited very gravely, knowing what was com¬ 
ing. 

“Lieutenant Zverkov,” I began, “let me tell you that 
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I hate phrases, phrasemongers and corseted waists— 
that's the first point, and there is a second one to follow 
it.' 1 

There was a general stir, 

“The second point is: 1 hate dirty stories and people 
who tell dirty stories. Especially people who tell dirty 
stories! 

“The third point: 1 love truth, sincerity and honesty," 
I went on almost mechanically, for I was beginning to 
shiver with horror and had no idea how I came to be 
talking like this. “I love thought, Monsieur Zverkov; I 
love true comradeship, on an equal footing and not— 
h'm—I love—but, however, why not? I will drink to your 
health, too. Monsieur Zverkov, Seduce the Circassian 
girls, shoot the enemies of the fatherland and—and—to 
your health, Monsieur Zverkov!" 

Zverkov got up from his seat, bowed to me and said: 

“I am very much obliged to you." 

He was frightfully offended and even turned pale. 

“Damn the fellow!" roared Trudolyubov, bringing his 
fist down on the table. 

“Well, he ought to be punched in the nose for that," 
squealed Ferfichkin. 

“We ought to turn him out," muttered Simonov. 

“Not a word, gentlemen, not a movement!" cried 
Zverkov solemnly, checking the general indignation. “I 
thank you all, but I can show him for myself how much 
value I attach to his words." 

“Mr. Ferfichkin, you will give me satisfaction tomorrow 
at the latest for your words just now!" I said aloud, turn¬ 
ing with dignity to Ferfichkin. 

“A duel, you mean? Certainly," he answered. But 
probably I was so ridiculous as I challenged him and it 
was so out of keeping with my appearance that everyone, 
including Ferfichkin, roared with laughter. 

“Yes, let him alone, of course! After all, he is com¬ 
pletely drunk," Trudolyubov said with disgust. 

“I will never forgive myself for letting him join us," 
Simonov muttered again. 

“Now is the time to throw a bottle at their heads/' I 
thought to myself. I picked up the bottle . . . and 
poured myself a full glass. 
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“No, I had better sit on to the end,” I went on think¬ 
ing; “you would be pleased, my friends, if 1 left* Nothing 
will induce me to go* HI go on sitting here, and drinking 
to the end, on purpose, as a sign that I don't attach the 
slightest importance to you* 1 will go on sitting and 
drinking, because this is a pub lie-house and I paid my 
entrance money. Ill sit here and drink, for I look upon 
you as so many pawns, as inanimate pawns* Ill sit here 
and drink—and sing if I want to, yes, sing, for I have the 
right to—to sing—h’ml" 

But I did not sing* I simply tried not to look at any 
of them, I assumed most unconcerned attitudes and 
waited with impatience for them to speak first , of their 
own accord* But alas, they did not speak! And oh, how I 
wished, how I wished at that moment to be reconciled 
to them! It struck eight, at last nine. They moved 
from the table to the sofa. Zverkov stretched himself on 
a couch and put one foot on a round table* The wine 
was brought there* He did, as a matter of fact, order three 
bottles on his own account* He didn't, of course, invite 
me to join them. They all sat round him on the sofa* 
They listened to him, almost with reverence. It was evi¬ 
dent that they were fond of him, “For what? For what?” 
I wondered* From time to time they were moved to 
drunken enthusiasm and kissed each other* They talked 
of the Caucasus, of the nature of true passion, of advan¬ 
tageous jobs in the service, of the income of a Hussar 
called Podkharzhevsky, whom none of them knew* per¬ 
sonally and rejoiced that he had a large income; of the 
extraordinary grace and beauty of a Princess D,, whom 
none of them had ever seen; then it came to Shake¬ 
speare’s being immortal* 

I smiled contemptuously and walked up and down the 
other side of the room, opposite the sofa, along the wall, 
from the table to the stove and back again* I tried my 
very utmost to show them that I could do without them, 
and yet I purposely stomped with my boots, thumping 
with "ray heels* But it was all in vain* They paid no at* 
tendon at all* I had the patience to walk up and dowm in 
front of them that way from eight o’clock till eleven, in 
one and the same place, from the table to the stove and 
from the stove back again to the table. “I walk up and 
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down to please myself and no one can prevent me/' The 
waiter who came into the room several times stopped to 
look at me. I was somewhat giddy from turning round so 
often; at moments it seemed to me that I was in de¬ 
lirium* During those three hours I was three times soaked 
with sweat, and then dry again* At times, with an intense, 
acute pang, I was stabbed to the heart by the thought 
that ten year's, twenty years, forty years would pass, and 
that even in forty years I would remember with loathing 
and humiliation those filthiest, most ludicrous, and most 
terrible moments of my life. No one could have gone 
out of his way to degrade himself more shamelessly and 
voluntarily, and I fully realized it, fully, and yet I went 
on padng up and down from the table to the stove. "Oh, 
if you only knew what thoughts and feelings I am capable 
of, how cultured I ami” I thought at moments, mentally 
addressing the sofa on which my enemies were sitting. 
But my enemies behaved as though 1 did not exist in 
the room. Once—only once—they turned toward me, 
just when Zverkov was talking about Shakespeare, and I 
suddenly gave a contemptuous laugh. I snorted in such 
an effected and nasty way that they all at once broke 
off their conversation, and silently and gravely for two 
minutes watched me walking up and down from the table 
to the stove, paying no attention whatsoever to them . But 
nothing came of it; they said nothing, and two minutes 
later they ceased to notice me again. It struck eleven. 

“Gentlemen/* cried Zverkov, getting up from the sofa, 
“let us all go there now!** 

“Of course, of course/ 1 the others said. 

I turned sharply to Zverkov. I was so exhausted, so 
broken, that I would have cut my throat to put an end 
to it. I was in a fever; my hair, soaked with perspiration, 
stuck to my forehead and temples. 

“Zverkov, I beg your pardon,” I said abruptly and 
resolutely. “Ferfichkin, yours too, and everyone's, every¬ 
one's; I have insulted you all!" 

“Aha! A duel is not in your line, old man,” Ferfichkin 
hissed venomously. 

It sent a deep pang to my heart. 

“No, it’s not the duel I am afraid of, Ferfichkin! I ana 
ready to fight you tomorrow, after we are reconciled. I 

70 


insist upon it, in fact, and you cannot refuse. I want to 
show you that I am not afraid of a duel. You will fire 
first and I will fire into the air.” 

"He is comforting himself,” remarked Simonov. 

"He's simply raving,” declared Trudolyubov. 

"But let us pass. Why are you barring our way? Well, 
what do you want?” Zverkov answered disdainfully. They 
were all Hushed; their eyes were bright; they had been 
drinking heavily. 

“I asked for your friendship, Zverkov; I insulted you, 
but—” 

"Insulted? You-u insulted me-e-e! Permit me to tell 
you, sir, that you never, under any circumstances, could 
possibly insult me.” 

“And that’s enough of you. Out of the way!” concluded 
Trudolyubov. “Let’s go.” 

“Olympia is mine, gentlemen, that’s agreed!” cried 
Zverkov. 

“We won’t dispute your right, we won’t dispute your 
right,” the others answered, laughing. 

1 stood as though spat upon. The party went noisily 
out of the room. Trudolyubov struck up some stupid 
song. Simonov remained behind for a moment to tip the 
waiters. I suddenly went up to him. 

"Simonov! give me six roubles!” I said, decisively and 
desperately. 

He looked at me in extreme amazement, with dulled 
eyes. He, too, was drunk. 

“You don’t mean you are even coming with us thereV* 

“Yes.” 

“I’ve no money,” he snapped out, and with a scornful 
laugh he went out of the room. 

I clutched at his overcoat. It was a nightmare. 

“Simonov! I saw you had money, why do you refuse 
me? Am I a scoundrel? Beware of refusing me; if you 
knew, if you knew why I am asking! Everything depends 
upon it! My whole future, my whole plans!” 

Simonov pulled out die money and almost flung it at 
me. 

“Take it, if you have no sense of shame!” he pro¬ 
nounced pitilessly, and ran to overtake them. 

I was left alone for a moment. Disorder, the remains 
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of dinner, a broken wineglass on the floor, spilt wine, 
cigarette butts, intoxication and delirium in my brain, 
an agonizing misery in my heart and finally the waiter, 
who had seen and heard all and was looking inquisitively 
into my face. 

"I am going there!” 1 shouted, “Either they will all 
fall down on their knees to beg for my friendship—or I 
will give Zverkov a slap in the facel” 
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“So this is it, so this is it at last, a dash with reality/* I 
muttered as I ran headlong downstairs. “This, it seems, 
h very different from the Pope's leaving Rome and going 
to Brazil; this, it seems, is very different from the ball on 
the shores of Lake Como!" 

“You are a scoundrel," flashed through my mind, “if 
you laugh at this now.” 

“No matter!” I cried, answering myself. "Now every¬ 
thing is lost!" 

There was no trace of them left, but that made no 
difference—I knew where they had gone. 

At the steps was standing a solitary night sledge-driver 
in a rough peasant coat, powdered over with the wet, and, 
as it were, warm snow that was still falling thickly. It was 
sultry and warm. The little shaggy piebald horse was also 
powdered with snow and was coughing, I remember that 
very well. I made a rush for the roughly made sledge; 
but as soon as I raised my foot to get into it, the recol¬ 
lection of how Simonov had just given rae six roubles 
seemed to double me up and I tumbled into the sledge 
like a sack. 

“No, I must do a great deal to make up for all that,” 
I cried. “But I will make up for it or perish on the spot 
this very night. Start!” 


We set off. There was an absolute whirl in my head. 

“They won't go down on their knees to beg for my 
friendship. That is a mirage, a cheap mirage, revolting, 
romantic and fantastical—that is another ball at Lake 
Como. And so I have to slap Zverkov's face! It is my duty 
to. And so it is settled; 3 am flying to give him a slap in 
the face. Hurry up!” 
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The cabby tugged at the reins. 

f *As soon as 1 go in ITI give it to him. Ought 1 to say 
a few words by way of preface before giving him the slap? 
No, Ill simply go in and give it to him. They will all be 
sitting in the drawing-room, and he with Olympia on the 
sofa. That damned Olympia 1 She laughed at my looks 
on one occasion and refused me. Ill pull Olympia s hair, 
pull Zverkov's ears! No, better one ear, and pull him by 
it round the room. Maybe they will all begin beating me 
and will kick me out. That is even very likely. No matter! 
Anyway, I will slap him first; the initiative will be mine; 
and according to the code of honor that is everything: he 
will be branded and no blows can wipe off the slap, 
nothing but a duel can. He will be forced to fight. And 
let them beat me then. Let them, the ungrateful wretches! 
Trudolyubov will beat me hardest, he is so strong; Fer- 
fichkin is sure to catch hold from the side and tug at 
my hair. But no matter, no matter! That's what I am 
going for. The blockheads will be forced at last to see the 
Wedy of it all! When they drag me to the door I shall 
call out to them that in reality they are not worth my 
little finger." “Get on, driver, get on!" I cried to the 
driver. He started and flicked Ills whip, I shouted so 

savagely. _ . T 

"We shall fight at daybreak, that's a settled thing. 1 
am through with the Department. Ferfichkin called the 
Department 4 Dumbpartment' before. But where can I get 
pistols? Nonsense! I'll call my salary in advance and buy 
them. And powder, and bullets? That’s the second s 
business. And how can it all be done by daybreak? And 
where am I to get a second? I have no friends. Nonsense! 

I cried, lashing myself more and more into a fury. "Non¬ 
sense! the first person I meet in the street is bound to be 
my second, just as he would be bound to pull a drowning 
man out of water. The strangest things may happen. 
Even if I were to ask the Director himself to be my 
second tomorrow, even he would be bound to consent, if 
only from a feeling of chivalry, and to keep the secret! 
Anton Antonich—” 

The fact is that at that very minute the disgusting 
absurdity of my plans and the other side of the question 
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were dearer and more vivid to my imagination than they 
could be to anyone on earth, but— 

“Get on, driver, get on, you rascal, get on!” 

“Ugh, sir!” said the son of toil. 

Cold shivers suddenly ran down me. 

“Wouldn’t it be better . , . wouldn’t it be better . . . 
to go straight home now? Oh, my God! Why, why did I 
invite myself to this dinner yesterday? But no, it’s im¬ 
possible. And my three hours’ walk from the table to the 
stove? No, they, they and no one else must pay for my 
walking up and down! They must wipe out this dis¬ 
honor! Drive on!” 

"And what if they hand me over to the police? They 
won't dare! They’ll be afraid of the scandal. And what 
if Zverkov is so contemptuous that he refuses to fight a 
duel? That is even sure to happen, but in that case I’ll 
show them—I will turn up at the posting station when he 
is setting off tomorrow—I’ll catch him by the leg, I’ll 
pull off his coat when he gets into the carriage. I’ll get 
my teeth into his hand. I'll bite him. See to what lengths 
y° u can drive a desperate man! He may hit me on the 
head and they may pummel me from behind. I will shout 
to the whole crowd of spectators: 'Look at this young 
puppy who is driving off to captivate the Circassian girls 
after letting me spit in his face!’ 

“Of course, after that everything will be over! The 
Department will have vanished off the face of the earth. 

I will be arrested. I will be tried, I will be dismissed from 
the service, thrown in prison, sent to Siberia, deported. 
Never mind! In fifteen years when they let me out of 
prison I will trudge off to him, a begger in rags, I shall 
find him in some provincial city. He will be married and 
happy. He will have a grown-up daughter ... I will 
say to him: ‘Look, monster, at my hollow cheeks and my 
rags! I’ve lost everything—my career, my happiness, art, 
science, the woman I loved, and all through you. Here are 
pistols. I have come to discharge my pistol and—and I 
. . . forgive you.’ Then I will fire into the air and he will 
hear nothing more of me.” 

I was actually on the point of tears, though I knew 
perfectly well at that very moment that all this was out 
of Pushkin’s Silvio and Lermontov’s Masquerade. And 
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all at once I felt terribly ashamed, so ashamed that I 
stopped the sledge, stepped out of it and stood still 
the snow in the middle of the street. The driver sighed 
and gazed at me in astonishment. 

What was I to do? I could not go on there—-that was 
clearly absurd, and I could not leave things as they were, 
because that would seem as though— "Heavens, how 
could I leave things! And after such insults! ^ Tso! 1 
cried, throwing myself into the sledge again. It is 01 - 
dainedl It is fate! Drive on, drive on to that place I 

And in my impatience I punched the sledge-driver on 

the back of the neck. . , 

"What are you up to? What are you hitting me tor. 
the poor man shouted, but he whipped up his nag so that 

it began to kick out, , „ t , 

The wet snow was falling in big flakes; I unbuttoned 
myself. I did not care about it. I forgot everything else, 
for I had finally decided on the slap, and felt with honor 
that after all it was going to happen now, at once i that 
it would happen immediately and that no force could 
stop it. The deserted street lamps gleamed sullenly m 
the snowy darkness like torches at a funeral. The snow 
drifted under my greatcoat, under my coat, under my 
necktie, and melted there. I did not cover myself up- 
after all, all was already lost, anyway. At last we arrived. 
I iumped out, almost fainting, ran up the steps and 
began knocking and kicking at the door. My legs, par¬ 
ticularly at the knee, felt terribly weak. The door was 
opened quickly as though they knew I was coming. As 
a matter of fact, Simonov had warned them that perhaps 
another would arrive, and this was a place in which one 
had to give notice and to observe certain precautions. It 
was one of the "millinery establishments" which were 
abolished by the police a long time ago. By day it really 
was a shop; but at night, if one had an introduction, 
one might visit it for other purposes. 

I walked rapidly through the dark shop into the fa¬ 
miliar drawing-room, where there was only one candle 
burning, and stopped in amazement; there was no one 
there. 

“Where are they?" I asked somebody. 

But by now, of course, they had separated. 
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„ ® j^ ore ,, I P e stood a person with a stupid smile, the 
madam herself, who had seen me before. A minute 
later a door opened and another person came in. 

Paying no attention to anything, I strode about the 
room and, I believe, I talked to myself. 1 felt as though 
I had been saved from death and was conscious of it, 
joyfully, all over: after all, I would have given that slap. 
I would certainly, certainly have given itl But now 
they were not here and—everything had vanished and 
changed! I looked round. I could not realize my condition 
yet. I looked mechanically at the girl who had come in 
and had a glimpse of a fresh, young, rather pale face, with 
straight, dark eyebrows, and with a grave, as it were, 
amazed glance, eyes that attracted me at once. I would 
have hated her if she had been smiling. I began looking 
at her more intently and, as it were, with effort. I had 
not fully collected my thoughts. There was something 
simple and good-natured in her face, but something 
strangely serious. I am sure that this stood in her way 
here, and that not one of those fools had noticed her. She 
could not, however, have been called a beauty, though 
she was tall, strong-looking, and well built. She was very 
simply dressed. Something loathsome stirred within me. 

I went straight up to her— 

I happened to look at myself in the mirror. My har¬ 
assed face struck me as extremely revolting, pale, spiteful, 
nasty, with disheveled hair. “No matter, I am glad of 
it, J thought; I am glad that I shall seem revolting to 
her; J like that.” 


VI 

. . . Somewhere behind a screen a clock began wheezing 
as though under some great pressure, as though someone 
were strangling it. After an unnaturally prolonged wheez¬ 
ing there followed a shrill, nasty and, as it were, un¬ 
expectedly rapid chime—as though someone were sud¬ 
denly jumping forward. It struck two. I woke up, though 
I had not really been asleep but only lay semi-conscious. 

It was almost completely dark in the narrow, cramped] 
low-pitched room, cluttered up with an enormous ward¬ 
robe and piles of cardboard boxes and all sorts of frip- 
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pery and litter. The candle stump that had been binning 
on the table was going out and it gave a faint Ricker 
from time to time. In a few minutes it would be com¬ 
pletely dark. 

I was not long in coming to myself; everything came 
back to my mind at once, without an effort, as though 
it had been in ambush to pounce upon me again. And, 
indeed, even while I was unconscious, a point continually 
seemed to remain in my memory that could not evei be 
forgotten, and around it my dreams moved drearily. But 
strange to say, every tiling that had happened to me dur¬ 
ing that day seemed to me now, on waking, to be in the 
Ear, far-away distant past, as though I had long, long ago 
lived all that down. 

My head was heavy. Something seemed to be hovering 
over me, provoking me, rousing me and making me res ^ 
less. Misery and gall seemed to surge up in me again and 
to seek an outlet. Suddenly I saw beside me two wide- 
open eyes scrutinizing me curiously and persistently. The 
look in those eyes was coldly detached, sullen, utterly de- 
tached, as it were; it weighed heavily on me. 

A grim idea came into my brain and passed all over my 
bodv, like some nasty sensation, such as one leels when 
one goes into a damp and mouldy cellar. It was somehow 
unnatural that those two eyes only now thought of be¬ 
ginning to e xam ine me. I recalled, too, that during those 
two hours 1 had not said a single word to this creature, 
and had, in fact, considered it entirely unnecessary; it 
had even for some reason gratified me before. Now I 
suddenly realized vividly how absurd, revolting as a spi¬ 
der, was' the idea of vice which, without love, grossly and 
shamelessly begins directly with that in which true love 
finds its consummation. For a long time we gazed at each 
other like that, but she did not drop her eyes before mine 
and did not change her expression, so that at last, 
somehow, 1 felt uncomfortable. 

"What is your name?" I asked abruptly, to put an end 

to it quickly. . 

“Liza," she answered almost in a whisper, but some¬ 
how without any friendliness; she turned her eyes away. 

I was silent. . 

“What weather today—the snow—it s abominable! 1 
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said, almost to myself, putting my arm under my head 
despondently, and gazing at the ceiling. 

She made no answer. This was all outrageous. 

"Are you a local girl?" I asked a minute later, almost 
angrily, turning my head slightly toward her, 

"No,” 

"Where do you come from?” 

"From Riga,” she answered reluctantly. 

"Are you a German?” 

"No, Russian/' 

“Have you been here long?” 

"Where?” 

"In this house?” 

"A fortnight.” 

She spoke more and more jerkily. The candle went 
out: I could no longer distinguish her face, 

"Have you a father and mother?” 

"Yes—no—I have.” 

"Where are they?” 

"There—in Riga.” 

"What are they?” 

"Oh, nothing.” 

"Nothing? Why, what do they do?” 

“Tradespeople.” 

"Have you always lived with them?” 

"Yes,” 

"How old are you?” 

"Twenty.” 

“Why did you leave them?” 

"Oh, for no reason.” 

That answer meant "Let me alone; I feel wretched/ 
We were silent. 

God knows why I did not go away. I felt myself more 
and more wretched and dreary. The images of the pre 
vious day started to flit through my mind in confusion 
independently of my will. I suddenly recalled something 
1 had seen that morning when, full of anxious thoughts, 
I w r as hurrying to the office. 

"I saw them carrying a coffin out yesterday and they 
nearly dropped it,” I suddenly said aloud with no desire 
at all to start a conversation, but just so, almost by ac¬ 
cident. 
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"A coffin?” . . . 

“Yes, in the Haymarket; they were bringing it up out 

of a cellar.” 

“From a cellar?” 

“Not from a cellar, but from a basement. Oh, you 
know—down below—from a house of ill-fame. It was 
filthy all round— eggshells, litter—a stench. It was loath- 
some.” 

Silence. . ., 

“A nasty day to be buried,” I began, simply to avoid 

being silent. 

“Nasty, in what way?” 

“The snow, the wet.” (I yawned.) 

“It doesn't matter,” she said suddenly, after a briet 
silence. 

"No* it's abominable.” (I yawned again.) “The grave¬ 
diggers must have sworn at getting drenched by the snow. 
And there must have been water in the grave. 

"Why would there be water in the grave?” she asked, 
with a sort of curiosity, but speaking even more harshly 
and abruptly than before. 1 suddenly began to feel pro- 

voked. , .. 

“Why, there must have been water at the bottom a 
foot deep. You can’t dig a dry grave in Volkovo Ceme¬ 
tery.” 

"Why?” 

“Why? Why, the place is waterlogged. It’s a regular 
marsh. So they bury them in water. I’ve seen it myself 

many times.” , , , 

(I had never seen it at all, and I had never even been 

in Volkovo, but had only heard stories of it.) 

“Do you mean to say it doesn’t matter to you whether 

you die?” , I, i 

"But why should I die?” she answered, as though de¬ 
fending herself. . 

“Why, some day you will die, and you will die just the 
same as that dead woman. She was—a girl like you. She 
died of consumption.” ^ 

“The wench would have died in a hospital, too . . . 
(She knows all about it already; she said “wench," not 

“She was in debt to her madam,” I retorted, more and 
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more provoked by the discussion; “and went on earning 
money for her almost up to the very end, though she was 
in consumption. Some coachmen standing by were talk¬ 
ing about her to some soldiers and telling them so. No 
doubt her former acquaintances. They were laughing. 
They were going to meet in a pot-house to drink to her 
memory/ 1 (I lied a great deal here.) 

Silence followed, profound silence. She did not even 
stir. 

“And is it better to die in a hospital?' 1 

“Isn't it just the same? Besides, why should I die?" she 
added irritably. 

“If not now, a little later/’ 

“Why a little later?” 

"Why, indeed? Now you are young, pretty, fresh, you 
fetch a high price. But after another year of this life you 
will be very different—you will fade.” 

"In a year?" 

"Anyway, in a year vou will be worth less," I con¬ 
tinued malignantly. “Yoli will go from here to something 
lower, another house; a year later—to a third, lower and 
lower, and in seven years you will come to a basement 
in the Haymarket. And that’s if you are lucky. But it 
would be much worse if you got some disease, con¬ 
sumption, say—and caught a chill, or something or other. 
It’s not easy to get over an illness in your way of life. If 
you catch anything you may not get rid of it. And so you 
vrould die." 

"Oh, well, then I will die," she answered, quite vin¬ 
dictively, and she made a quick movement. 

“But after alb a pity." 

“For whom?” 

“Pity for life.” 

Silence. 

“Were you engaged? Eh?” 

“What’s that to you?” 

“Oh, 1 am not cross-examining you. It’s nothing to me. 
Why are you so cross? Of course you may have had your 
own troubles. What is it to me? I simply felt sorry.” 

“For whom?" 

“Sorry for you.” 
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"No need,” she whispered hardly audibly, and again 
made a faint movement. 

That incensed me at once. Whatl I was so gentle with 

her, and she— , 

“Why, what do you think? Are you on the right path, 

ah?” 

“I don't think anything.” 

“That's what's wrong, that you don't think. Wake up 
while there is still time. And there is still time. You are 
still young, good-looking; you might love, be married, be 
happy—” 

“Not all married women are happy,” she snapped out 
in the rude, fast way she had spoken before, 

“Not all, of course, but anyway it is much better than 
the life here. Infinitely better. Besides, with love one can 
live even without happiness. Even in sorrow life is sweet; 
life is sweet, however one lives. But here you have 
nothing except foulness. Phew!” 

I turned away with disgust; I was no longer reasoning 
coldly, I began to feel myself what I was saying and 
warmed to the subject. I was already longing to expound 
the cherished little ideas I had brooded over in my 
corner. Some tiling suddenly flared up in me. An object 
had “appeared” before me, 

“Never mind my being here. lam not an example tor 
you I am, perhaps, even worse than you are. I was drunk 
when I came here, though," I hastened, however, to say 
in self defense. "Besides, a man is no example for a 
woman. It's a different thing. I may degrade and defile 
myself, but I am not anyone's slave. I come and go, and 
there's an end to it, I shake it off, and I am a different 
man. But you are a slave from the start. Yes, a slave! You 
give up everything, your whole freedom. If you want to 
break your chains afterward, you won't be able to; you 
will be caught more and more in the snares. It is an 
accursed bondage. I know it. I won't mention anything 
else, maybe you won't understand it, but tell me: after 
all, surely you are in debt to your madam already? There, 
you see,” I added, though she made no answer, but only 
listened in silence, entirely absorbed, “that's bondage for 
you I You will never buy your freedom. They will see to 
that. It's like selling your soul to the devil— 
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"And besides—perhaps I, loo, am just as unfortunate, 
how do you know—-and wallow in the mud on purpose, 
also out of misery? After all, men take to drink out of 
grief; well, maybe I am here out of grief. Come, tell me, 
what good is there here? Here you and I—were intimate 
—just now and did not say one word to one another al! 
the time, and it was only afterward you began staring at 
me like a wild creature,' and I at you. Is that loving? Is 
that how human beings are intimate? It's hideous, chads 
what it is P 

"Yes! h she assented sharply and hurriedly. 

I was even amazed by the eagerness of this "yes” So 
the same thought may have been straying through her 
mind when she was staring at me just before. So she, too, 
was^ capable of certain thoughts? "Damn it all, this was 
curious, this was kinship?" 1 thought, almost rubbing my 
hands. And indeed how can one fail to manage a young; 
soul like that? 6 7 6 

The sport in it attracted me most. 

She turned her head nearer to me, and it seemed to 
me in the darkness that she propped herself on her arm. 
Perhaps she was scrutinizing me. How I regretted that I 
could not see her eyes, I heard her deep breathing. 

Why did you come here? - * I asked her, with a note of 
authority already in my voice. 

"Oh, I don’t know." 

"But after all how nice it would be to be living in 
your own father’s house! It’s warm and free; you have a 
nest of your own.” 

"But what if it’s worse than this?” 

"I must take the right tone,” flashed through my mind. 
"I may not get far with sentimentality.” 

But it was only a momentary thought. I swear she 
really did interest me. Besides, I was exhausted and 
moody. And after all, cunning so easily goes hand in hand 
with feeling. 

"Who denies it?” I hastened to answer, “Anything may 
happen. I am, after all, convinced that someone has 
wronged you and is guiltier toward you than you toward 
them. After all, I know nothing of your story, but it’s 
not likely a girl like you has come here of her own in¬ 
clination—” 
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“What kind of girl am I?” she whispered, hardly 
audible, but I heard it. 

Damn it all, I was flattering her. That was abominable. 
But perhaps it was a good thing— She was silent. 

"See, Liza, I will tell you about myself. If I had had a 
Home from childhood, I shouldn’t be what I am now. I 
often think about that. After all, no matter how bad it 
may be at home, at least they are your father and mother, 
and not enemies, strangers. Once a year, at least, they’ll 
show their love for you. Anyway, you know you are at 
home. I grew up without a home; and perhaps that s why 
I’ve turned so—unfeeling." 

I waited again. it 

“Perhaps she doesn’t understand/' I thought, and, 
indeed, it is absurd, this moralizing.” 

"If I were a father and had a daughter, I believe I 
should love my daughter more than my sons, really,” I 
began indirectly, as though talking of something else, in 
order to distract her attention. I confess I blushed. 

“Why so?” she asked. 

Ah! so she was listening! 

“I don't know, Liza. I knew a father who was a stern, 
strict man, but he used to go down on his knees to his 
daughter, used to kiss her hands and feet, he couldn’t 
make enough of her, really. When she danced at parties 
he used to stand for five hours at a stretch without taking 
his eyes off her. He was mad about her; I understand 
that! She would fall asleep tired at night, and he would 
get up to kiss her in her sleep and make the sign of the 
cross over her. He would go about in a dirty' old coat, he 
was stingy to everyone else, but would spend his last 
penny for her, giving her expensive presents, and it was 
a delight to him when she was pleased with what he gave 
her. Fathers always love their daughters more than 
mothers do. Some girls live happily at home! And I be¬ 
lieve I would never let my daughter marry.” 

“What next?” she said with a faint smile. 

“I would be jealous, I really would. To think that she 
should kiss anyone else! That she should love a stranger 
more than her father! It’s painful to imagine it. Of 
course, that’s all nonsense, of course every father would 
be reasonable at last. But I believe before I would let 
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her marry, I would worry myself to death; I would find 
fault with ail her suitors/But I would end by letting her 
marry whom she herself loved* After all, the one whom 
the daughter loves always seems the worst to the father* 
That is always so. So many families get into trouble 
with that.” 

"Some are glad to sell their daughters, rather than to 
marry them honorably*” 

Ah! So that was it! 

"Such a thing, Liza, happens in those accursed families 
in which there is neither love nor God,” I retorted 
warmly, "and where there is no love, there is no sense 
either. There are such families, it’s true, but I am not 
speaking of them. You must have seen wickedness in 
your own family, if you talk like that* You must have 
been genuinely unlucky. Hhn!—that sort of thing mostly 
comes about through poverty.” 

"And is it any better among the rich? Even among the 
poor, honest people live happily.” 

"H'm—yes. Perhaps, Another thing, Liza, man only 
likes to count his troubles, but he does not count his 
joys. If he counted them up as he ought, he would see 
that every lot has enough happiness provided for it. And 
what if all goes well with the family, if the blessing of 
God is upon it, if the husband is a good one, loves you, 
cherishes you, never leaves you! There is happiness in 
such a family! Sometimes there is happiness even in the 
midst of sorrow; and indeed sorrow is everywhere. If you 
marry you will find out for yourself. But think of the 
first years of married life with one you love: what happi¬ 
ness, what happiness there sometimes is in it! And indeed 
it's the ordinary thing. In those early days even quarrels 
with one's husband end happily. Some women get up 
more quarrels with their husbands the more they love 
them. Indeed, I knew a woman like that: she seemed to 
say that because she loved him deeply, she would tor¬ 
ment him out of love so that he'd feel it. Did you know 
that you may torment a man on purpose out of love? 
Women are particularly given to that, thinking to them¬ 
selves, ‘I will love him so much afterward, I will make 
so much of him, that it's no sin to torment him a little 
now/ And everyone in the house rejoices in the sight of 
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you, and you are happy and gay and peaceful and honor¬ 
able. Then there are some women who are jealous. II 
the husband goes off someplace—I knew one such woman, 
she couldnt restrain herself, but would jump up at night 
and would run off on the sly to find out where he was, 
whether he was with some other woman. That's already 
bad. And the woman knows herself it's wrong, and her 
heart fails her and she suffers, but, after all, she loves— 
it's all through love. And how sweet it is to make up 
after quarrels, to admit she was wrong, or to forgive him! 
And they are both so happy, all at once they become so 
happy, as though they had met anew, been married over 
again; as though their love had begun anew. And no one, 
no one should know what passes between husband and 
wife if they love one another. And no matter how their 
quarrels ended they ought not to call in even their own 
mothers to judge between them and tell tales of one 
another. They are their own judges. Love is a holy nxys- 
tery and ought to be hidden from all other eyes, no 
matter what happens. That makes it holier and better. 
They respect one another more, and much is built on 
respect. And if once there has been love, if they have 
been married for love, why should love pass away? Surely 
one can keep it! It is rare that one cannot keep it. And 
if the husband is kind and straightforward, why should 
not love last? The first phase of married love will pass, it 
is true, but then there will come a love that is better 
still. Then there will be the union of souls, they will 
have everything in common, there will be no secrets be¬ 
tween them. And once they have children, the mcst 
difficult times will seem to them happy, so long as there 
is love and courage. Even toil will be a joy, you may 
deny yourself bread for your children and even that will 
be a joy. After all, they will love you for it afterward; 
so you are laying by for your future. As the children 
grow up you feel that you are an example, a support 
for them; that even after you die your children will 
always cherish your thoughts and feelings, because they 
have received them from you, they will take on your 
semblance and likeness. So you see it is a great duty. How 
can it fail to draw the father and mother closer? People 
say it’s a trial to have children. Who says that? It is 
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heavenly joyl Are you fond of little children, Liza? I am 
awfully fond of them. You know-—a little rosy baby boy 
at your bosom, and what husband's heart is not touched, 
seeing his wife nursing his child! A plump little rosy 
baby, sprawling and snuggling, chubby little hands and 
feet, clean tiny little nails, so tiny that it makes one 
laugh to look at them; eyes that look as if they under¬ 
stand everything. And while it sucks it dutches at your 
bosom with its little hand, plays. When its father comes 
up, the child tears itself away from the bosom, flings 
itself back, looks at its father, laughs, as though it were 
God knows how funny, and falls to sucking again. 
Or it will bite its mother's breast when it is cutting its 
little teeth while it looks sideways at her with its little 
eyes as though to say, ‘Look, I am biting!' Is not all that 
a joy when they are all three together, husband, wife and 
child? One can forgive a great deal for the sake of such 
moments. Yes, Liza, one must first learn to live oneself 
before one blames others!" 

"It's by pictures, pictures like that one must get at 
you," I thought to myself, though I did not speak with 
real feeling, and all at once I flushed crimson. "What if 
she were suddenly to burst out laughing, what would I 
do then?" That idea drove me to fury. Toward the end 
of my speech I really was excited, and nov; my vanity was 
somehow wounded. The silence continued. I almost 
wanted to nudge her. 

"Why are you „ . " she began, and stopped. But I 
understood: there was a quiver of something different in 
her voice, not abrupt, harsh and unyielding as before, 
but something soft and shamefaced, so shamefaced that I 
suddenly felt ashamed and guilty. 

"What?" I asked with tender curiosity. 

“Whv t you . . 

"What?" 

"Why you—speak exactly like a book," she said, and 
something sarcastic was heard in her voice. 

That remark sent a pang to my heart. It was not what 
I was expecting. 

I did not understand that she was hiding her feelings 
by sarcasm and that this is usually the last refuge of 
modest and chaste-souled people when the privacy of 
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their soul is coarsely and intrusively invaded, and that 
their pride makes them refuse to surrender till the last 
moment and shrink from expressing their feelings to you. 

I ought to have guessed the truth for the timidity with 
which she had a number of times attempted her sarcasm, 
only bringing herself to utter it at last with an efroi t. 
But I did not guess, and a spiteful feeling took possession 
of me. 

“Wait a bitl” I thought. 

VII 

“Oh, hush, Lizal How can you talk about my speaking 
like a book when it makes even me, an outsider, feel sick. 
Though I don't look at it as an outsider, for, indeed, all 
that has touched me to the heart. Is it possible, is it 
possible that you do not feel sick at being here yourself; 
Evidently habit does wonders! God knows what habit can 
do with anyone. Can you really and seriously think that 
you will never grow old, that you will always be good- 
looking, and that they will keep you here forever and 
ever? I say nothing of the filth here. Though let me tell 
you this about it; about your present life, I mean; even 
though you are young now', attractive, nice, with soul and 
feeling, yet you know, as soon as 1 came to myself just 
now, I felt at once sick at being here with you! After all, 
one can only come here when one is drunk. But if you 
were anywhere else, living as decent people live, I would 
perhaps be more than attracted by you, I would tall m 
love with you, would be glad of a look from you, let 
alone a word. I would hang about your door, would go 
down on my knees to you, we would become engaged 
and I would even consider it an honor to do so. I would 
not dare to have an impure thought about you. But here, 
after all, I know that I have only to whistle and you have 
to come with me whether you like it or not. I don’t con¬ 
sult your wishes, but you mine. The lowest laborer hires 
himself as a workman but he doesn’t make a slave of 
himself altogether; besides, he knows that he will be free 
again. But when will you be free? Only think what you 
are giving up here! What is it you are making a slave of? 
It is your soul, together with your body; you are selling 
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your soul which you have no right to dispose of! You 
give your love to be outraged by every drunkard! Love! 
But after all. that's everything, but after all, it’s a jewel, 
1 1 s a maiden s treasure, love—why, after all a man would 
be ready to give his soul, to face death to gain that love. 
But how much is your love worth now? You can be 
bought, all of you, body and soul, and there is no need 
to strive for love when you can have everything without 
.ove. And after all, there is no greater insult for a girl 
than that, do you understand? To be sure, I have heard 
uiat they comfort you, poor fools, they let you have 
lovers of your own here. But after all, that’s simply a 
farce, chat's simply a sham, it*s just laughing at you, and 
vou are taken in by it! Why, do you suppose he really 
loves you, that lover of yours? I don’t believe it. How can 
he love you when he knows that you may be called away 
from him any minute? He would be a vile fellow if he 
did! Would he have a grain of respect for you? What 
have you in common with him? He laughs at you and 
robs you—that is all his love amounts to! You are lucky 
it he does not beat you. Very likely he does beat you, too. 
js.sk him^ if you have one, whether he will marry vou. He 
v. Ill laugh in your face, if he doesn’t spit in it or give you 
a blow yet he may not be worth a plugged nickel him¬ 
self. And for what have you ruined your life, if you come 
to think of it? For the coffee they give you to drink and 
the plentiful meals? But after all, why do they feed you? 
An honest girl couldn't swallow the food, she would 
know why she was being Ted. You are in debt here, and, 
ol course, you will always be in debt, and you will go 
on in debt to the end, till the visitors here begin to scorn 
you. And that will soon happen, don’t rely upon your 
youth all that flies by, like an express train here, after 
all. You will be kicked out. And not simply kicked out; 
long before that they will begin to nag you, scold you, 
abuse you, as though you had not sacrificed your health 
for her, had not ruined your youth and your soul for her 
benefit, but as though you had ruined her, ravaged her, 
robbed her. And don’t expect anyone to take your part; 
the others, your companions, will attack you, too, to win 
her favor, for all are in slavery here, and have lost all 
conscience and pity long ago. They have become utterly 


vile, and nothing on earth is viler, more loathsome and 
more insulting than their abuse. And you are laying 
down everything here, everything unconditionally, youth 
and health and beauty and hope, and at twenty-two you 
will look like a woman of thirty-five, and you will be 
lucky if you are not diseased, pray to God for that. i\o 
doubt you are thinking now after all that you have a 
lark and no work to dol Yet there is no harder or more 
dreadful work in the world or ever has been. One would 
think that the heart alone would be worn out with tears. 
And you won't dare to say a word, not half a word, 
when they drive you away from here: you will go away 
as though you were to blame. You will change to an¬ 
other house, then to a third, then somewhere else, till 
you come down at last to the Haymarket. There you 
will be beaten at every turn; that is a courtesy there, the 
visitors there don’t know how to be friendly without 
beating you. You don't believe that it is so hateful there? 
Go and look for yourself some time, you can see with 
your own eyes. Once, one New Year s Day, I saw a woman 
at a door. Her own kind had turned her out as a joke, 
to give her a taste of the frost because she had been 
howling too much, and they shut the door behind her. 
At nine o’clock in the morning she was already com¬ 
pletely drunk, dishevelled, half-naked, covered with 
bruises, her face was powdered, but she had a black 
eye blood was trickling from her nose and her teeth; 
some cabman had just beaten her. She was sitting on the 
stone steps, a salt fish of some sort was in her hand, s e 
was howling, wailing something about her fate and 
beating with the fish on the steps, and cabmen and 
drunken soldiers were crowding in the doorway taiinting 
her. You don’t believe that you will ever be like that? X 
would not like to believe it, either, but how do you 
know, maybe ten years, eight years ago that very woman 
with that salt fish came here fresh as a little cherub, 
innocent, pure, knowing no evil, blushing at every word. 
Perhaps she was like you, proud, ready to take offence, 
not like the others; perhaps she looked like a queen, 
and knew what happiness was in store for the man who 
would love her and whom she would love. Do you see 
how it ended? And what if at that very minute when 

89 


she was beating on the filthy steps with that fish, drunken 
and dishevelled—what if at that very minute she recalled 
the pure early days in her father’s house, when she used 
to go to school and the neighbor’s son watched for her 
on the way, declaring that he would love her as long as he 
lived, that he would devote his life to her, and when 
they vowed to love one another for ever and be married 
as soon as they were grown up! No, Liza, it would be a 
joy for you, a joy if you were to die soon of consump¬ 
tion in some corner, in some cellar like that woman just 
now. In the hospital, do you say? You will be lucky if 
they take you, but what if you are still of use to the 
madam here/ Consumption is a queer disease, it is not 
like fever. The patient goes on hoping till the last minute 
and says he is all right He deludes himself. And that’s 
just advantageous for your madam. Don't doubt it, that’s 
how it is; you have sold your soul, and what is more 
you owe money, so you don't even dare to say a word. 
But when you are dying, everyone will abandon you, 
everyone will turn away from you, for then there will 
be nothing to get from you. What's more, they will re¬ 
proach you for taking up space, for taking so long to die. 
\ou won’t even be able to beg for a drink of water with¬ 
out getting abuse. ‘Aren’t you going to die, you foul 
wench; you won't let us sleep with your moaning, you 
make the gentlemen sick.’ That’s true. I have heard such 
things said myself. When you are really dying they will 
push you into the filthiest corner in the cellar; in the 
damp and darkness; what will your thoughts be, lyin'* 
there alone? When you die, strange hands will lay you 
out, with grumbling and impatience; no one will' bless 
you, no one will sigh for you, they will only want to get 
rid of you as soon as possible; they will buy a coffin, take 
you to the grave as they did that poor woman today, and 
celebrate your memory at the tavern. There Is slush, filth, 
wet snow in the grave—no need to put themselves out 
f° r you: ‘Let her down, Vanyukha; it’s just like her 
fate after all, here she goes in, head first, the wench. 
Shorten the cord, you rascal.’ ’It’s all right as it is/ ‘All 
right, is it? Why, she’s on her side! Wasn’t she a human 
being, too? Well, never mind, cover her up/ And they 
won’t care to waste much time quarreling over you. They 
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will scatter the wet blue clay as quietly as they can and 
go off to the tavern—and there your memory on earth 
will end; other women have children who visit the 
graves fathers, husbands. While for you there will be 
neither tear, nor sigh, nor remembrance; no one, no one 
?n the whole wide world will ever come to you; yemr 
name will vanish from the face of the earth as though 
you had never existed, had never been born at all 
Nothing but filth and mud, no matter how much you 
knock In your coffin lid at night, when the dead anse 
however you cry: ‘Let me out, kmd people, to lne m 
the light of day! My life was no life at all; my life has 
been fhrown away like a dirty rag; it was drunk away m 
the tavern at the Haymarket; let me out, kind people, to 

live in the world again!’ " , . , ... T 

And I worked myself up to such a pitch that 1 h e S*" 
to have a lump in my throat myself and—and suddenly 
I stopped, sat up in dismay, and bending over appiehen- 
sively, P began to listen with a beating heart. I had reason 

l °Mel t^OT some time that I was turning her soul upside 
down and breaking her heart, and the more I was con¬ 
vinced of it, the more I wanted to gam my end as quickly 
and as effectively as possible. The sport, the sport at¬ 
tracted me; yet it was not merely the sport. 

I knew 1 was speaking stiffly, artificially, even book- 
ishlv, in short I did not know how to speak except just 
like'a book.” But that did not bother me: after a I I 
knew, 1 felt, that I would be understood and that this 
verv bookishness would perhaps even be a help. But now, 
having achieved my effect, I was suddenly panic-stricken. 
No I had never, never before witnessed such despair. 
She was lying face down, pressing her face ueep into the 
pillow and clutching it in both hands. Her heart was 
being tom. Her youthful body was shuddering all over 
as though in convulsions. Suppressed sobs rent her bosom 
and suddenly burst out in weeping and wailing, then she 
pressed even deeper into the pillow: she did not want 
anyone here, not a single living sou to know of her 
anguish and her tears. She bit the pillow bit her hand 
till it bled (I saw that afterward), or, thrusting her 
fingers into her dishevelled hair, seemed rigid with the 
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effort to restrain lierself, holding her breath and clench¬ 
ing her teeth, I began to say something to her, to beg her 
to calm herself, but felt that I did not dare; and 'sud- 

* ei £i* a ^ a SOn almost in terror, began 

umblnig in the dark, trying hurriedly to get dressed to 
§°\ , %vas dark: try as I would, I could not finish dressing 
quickly, Suddenly I felt a box of matches and a candle- 
suck with a whole new candle in it. As soon as the room 
was lighted up, Liza sprang up, sat up in bed, and with 
a contorted face, with a half-insane smile, looked at me 
almost senselessly, I sat down beside her and took her 
hands; she came to herself, made a movement toward 
me, would have clasped me, but did nor dare, and slowly 
bowed her head before me, } 

Liza, my dear, I was wrong to— Forgive me,” I began 
but she squeezed my hand in her fingers so tightly that I 
sa Y in & the wrong thing and stopped. 

^ This is my address, Liza, come to me/ 1 

"I will come," she whispered resolutely, her head still 
bowed. 

"But now I am going, good-by—till we meet again.” 

I got up; she, too, stood up and suddenly flushed all 
o\er, shuddered, snatched up a shawl that was lying on 
a chair and muffled herself in it to her chin. As she did 
this she gave another sickly smile, blushed and looked at 
me strangely. I felt wretched; I was in haste to get away 
—to disappear. 1 

Wait a minute, she said suddenly, in the passage just 
at the doorway, stopping me with her hand on my over¬ 
coat. She put down the candle hastily and ran off; evi¬ 
dently she had thought of something or wanted to show 
me something. As she ran away she flushed, her eyes 
shone, and a smile appeared on her lips—what was the 
meaning of it? Against my will I waited; she came back 
a minute later with an expression that seemed to ask 
forgiveness for something. In fact, it was not the same 
face, nor the same look it had been before: sullen, mis¬ 
trustful and obstinate. Her look was now imploring, soft, 
and at the same time trustful, caressing, timid. Children 
look that way at people they are very fond of, of whom 
they are asking a favor. Her eyes were a light hazel, they 
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were lovely eyes, full of life, capable of expressing love 
as well as sullen hatred. 

Making no explanation, as though I, as a sort of higher 
being, must understand everything without explanations, 
she held out a piece of paper to me. Her whole face was 
positively beaming at that instant with naive, almost 
childish, triumph. 1 unfolded it. It was a letter to her 
from a medical student or someone of that sort—a very 
high-flown and flowery, but extremely respectful, declara¬ 
tion of love. I don't recall the words now, but I remember 
well enough that through the high-flown phrases there 
was apparent a genuine feeling, which cannot be feigned. 
When I had finished reading it I met her glowing, ques¬ 
tioning, and childishly impatient eyes fixed upon me. 
She fastened her eyes upon my face and waited im¬ 
patiently for what I would say. In a few words, hurriedly, 
but with a sort of joy and pride, she explained to me 
that she had been to a dance somewhere, in a private 
house, at some “very, very nice people's house, a family 
who still know nothing, absolutely nothing," for she had 
only come here so lately and it had all happened and 
she hadn’t made up her mind to stay and was certainly 
going away as soon as she had paid her debt and at 
that party there had been that student who had danced 
with her the whole evening, had talked to her, and it 
turned out that he had known her in the old days at 
Riga when he was a child, they had played together, but 
a very long time ago—and he knew her parents, but 
about this he knew nothing, nothing, nothing whatever, 
and had no suspicion! And the day after the dance (three 
days ago) he had sent her that letter through the friend 
with whom she had gone to the party—and—well, that 
was all.” 

She dropped her shining eyes with a sort of bashfulness 
as she finished. 

The poor girl was keeping that student’s letter as a 
treasure and had run to fetch it, her only treasure, be¬ 
cause she did not want me to go away without knowing 
that she, too, was honestly and genuinely loved; that 
she, too, was addressed respectfully. No doubt that letter 
was destined to lie in her box and lead to nothing. But 
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it doesn't matter, I am certain that she would guard it 
as a treasure all her life, as her pride and justification, 
and now at such a minute she had thought of that letter 
and brought it with naive pride to raise herself in my 
eyes that I might see, that I, too, might think well of 
her. I said nothing, pressed her hand and went out. I 
so longed to get away. I walked home all the way in 
spite of the fact that the wet snow was still falling in 
large flakes. I was exhausted, shattered, in bewilderment. 
But behind the bewilderment the truth was already 
gleaming. The loathsome truth! 

VIII 

It was some time, however, before I consented to recognize 
that truth. Waking up in the morning after some hours 
of heavy, leaden sleep, and immediately realizing all 
that had happened on the previous day, I was positively 
amazed at my last night's sentimentality with Liza, at all 
those “horrors and pity of yesterday/' After all, to have 
such an attack of womanish hysteria, pah! I concluded* 
“And why did I force my address upon her? What if 
she comes? Let her come, though; it is all right—■" But 
obviously that was not now the chief and the most im¬ 
portant matter: I had to make haste and at all costs 
save my reputation in the eyes of Zverkov and Simonov 
as quickly as possible; that was the chief business. And I 
was so taken up that morning that I actually forgot all 
about Lisa. 

First of all I had to repay at once what I had borrowed 
the day before from Simonov* I resolved on a desperate 
course: to borrow fifteen roubles from Anton Anton ich. 
As luck would have it he was in the best of humors that 
morning, and gave it to me at once, as soon as I asked. 

I was so delighted at this that, as I signed the I O U with 
a swaggering air, I told him casually that the night be¬ 
fore “I had been making merry with some friends at the 
Hotel de Paris; we were giving a farewell party to a com¬ 
rade, in fact, I might say a friend of my childhood, and 
you know—a desperate rake, spoilt—of course, he be¬ 
longs to a good family, and has considerable means, a 
brilliant career; he is witty, charming, carries on affairs 
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with certain ladies, you understand; we drank an extra 
‘half-a-case’ and—” And after all it went off all right; all 
this was said very lightly, unconstrainedly and com¬ 
placently* 

On reaching home I promptly wrote to Simonov. 

To this hour I am lost in admiration when I recall the 
truly gentlemanly, good-humored, candid tone of my 
letter. With tact and good taste, and, above all, entirely 
without superfluous words, I blamed myself for all that 
had happened. I defended myself, “if only I may still be 
allowed to defend myself/ 1 by alleging that being utterly 
unaccustomed to wine, I had been intoxicated by the first 
glass which (I claimed) I had drunk before they arrived, 
while I was waiting for them at the Hotel de Paris be¬ 
tween five and six o’clock. I particularly begged Simonov's 
pardon; I asked him also to convey my explanations to 
all the others, especially to Zverkov whom "I remember 
as though in a dream" I seem to have insulted. I added 
that I would have called upon all of them myself, but 
that my head ached, and that besides, I was rather 
ashamed. I was especially pleased with that ‘'certain light¬ 
ness," almost carelessness (strictly within the bounds of 
politeness, however), which was suddenly reflected in my 
style, and better than any possible arguments, gave them 
at once to understand that I took rather an independent 
view of "all that unpleasantness last night”; that I was 
by no means so utterly crushed as you, gentlemen, prob¬ 
ably imagine; but on the contrary that 1 looked at it as 
a gentleman serenely respecting himself should. "On a 
young hero’s past no censure is castl” 

"There is, after all, even an aristocratic playfulness 
about itl” I thought admiringly, as I read over the letter. 
"And it’s all because I am a cultured and educated man! 
Others in my place would not have known how to extri¬ 
cate themselves, but here I have gotten out of it and 
am as gay as ever again, and all because I am a cultured 
and educated man of our day.” And, indeed, perhaps, 
every tiling really was due to the wine yesterday. H’ml— 
well no, it was not the wine. I drank nothing at all be¬ 
tween five and six while I was waiting for them. I had 
lied to Simonov; lied shamelessly; and even now I wasn’t 
ashamed— 
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Hang it all* though! The import ant thing was that I 
was rid of it. 6 

I put six roubles in die letter, sealed it up, and asked 
Apollon to take it to Simonov, When he learned that 
there was money in the letter, Apollon became more 
respectful and agreed to take it. Toward evening I went 
out for a walk* My head was still aching and giddy, after 
yesterday. But as evening came on and the twilight grew 
thicker, my impressions changed and grew more and more 
confused and, after them, my thoughts. Something was 
not dead within me, in the depths of my heart and con¬ 
science it would not die, and it expressed itself as a burn¬ 
ing anguish. For the most part I jostled my way through 
the most crowded business streets, along Meshchansky 
Street, along Sadovy Street and in the Yusupov Garden, I 
always particularly liked to stroll along these streets at 
dusk just when they become more crowded with people 
of all sorts, merchants and artisans going home from 
their day's work, with faces looking malicious out of 
anxiety. What I liked was just that cheap bustle, that 
bare, humdrum prosaic quality. On this occasion all that 
bustling in the streets irritated me more than ever. I 
could not make out what was wrong with me, I could 
not find die clue* Something was rising up, rising up 
continually in my soul, painfully, and refusing to be 
appeased* I returned home completely upset; it was just 
as though some crime were lying on my conscience. 

_ The thought that Liza was coming worried me con¬ 
tinually* It seemed queer to me that of all yesterdays 
memories, the memory of her tormented me as it were, 
particularly, quite separately, as it were* I had succeeded 
in forgetting everything else by evening time. 1 dis¬ 
missed it all and was still perfectly satisfied with my 
letter to Simonov. But on this point I was not satisfied 
at all. It was as though I were worried only by Liza. 
“What if she comes," T thought incessantly. "Well, so 
what, it's ah right, let her come! H’m! it's horrid that she 
should see how I live for instance* Yesterday I seemed 
such a—hero to her, while now, h ml It's horrid, though, 
that I have let myself sink so low, the room looks like a 
beggar's. And I brought myself to go out to dinner in 
such a suit! And my oilcloth sofa with the stuffing stick- 

96 


ing out. And my robe, which will not cover me! What 
tatters. And she will see all this and she will see Apollon. 
That beast is certain to insult her. He will fasten upon 
her in order to be rude to me. And I, of course, will be 
panic-stricken as usual. I will begin to bow and scrape 
before her and to pull my robe around me, I will begin 
to smile, to lie. Oh, how foul! And it isn't the foulness of 
it that matters most! There is something more important, 
move loathsome, viler! Yes, viler I And to put on that 
dishonest lying mask again I” 

When I reached that thought I hared up all at once. 

“Why dishonest? How dishonest? I was speaking sin¬ 
cerely last night. I remember there was real feeling in 
me, too. What I wanted was to awake noble feelings in 
her. Her crying was a good thing, it will have a good 
effect.” 

Yet I could not feel at ease. 

All that evening, even when I had come back home, 
even after nine o'clock, when I calculated that Liza 
could not possibly come, she still haunted me, and what 
was worse, she always came back to my mind in the same 
position. One moment out of all that had happened last 
night presented itself before me vividly: the moment 
when 1 struck a match and saw her pale, distorted face, 
with its tortured look. And what a pitiful, what an un¬ 
natural, what a distorted smile she had at that moment! 
But 1 did not know then that even fifteen years later I 
would still always picture Liza to myself with that pitiful, 
distorted, inappropriate smile which was on her face 
at that minute. 

Next day I was ready again to look upon it all as 
nonsense, due to over-excited nerves, and, above all, as 
exaggerated , 1 always recognized that as a weak point of 
mine^ and was sometimes very much afraid of it, "1 ex¬ 
aggerate everything, that is where I go wrong,” I re^ 
peated to myself every hour. But, nevertheless, Liza will 
very likely come still, nevertheless, was the refrain with 
which all my reflections ended then, I was so uneasy that 
I sometimes flew into a fury, “Sheil come, she is certain 
to comer I cried, running about the room, “if not today, 
she will come tomorrow; she'll seek me out! The dam¬ 
nable romanticism of these pure hearts! Oh, the vileness 
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—oh, the silliness—oh, the stupidity of these ‘wretched 
sentimental souls’! Why, how could one fail to under¬ 
stand? How could one possibly fail to understand?" 

But at this point I stopped short, and even in great 
confusion. 

And how few, how few words,” I thought, in passing, 
"were needed; how little of the idyllic (and affectedly, 
bookishly, artificially idyllic too) had sufficed to turn a 
whole human life at once according to my will. That's 
innocence for you! That’s virgin soil for you!” 

At times the thought occurred to me to go to her, “to 
tell her all” and beg her not to come to me. But this 
thought stirred such wrath in me that I believed I 
would have crushed that “damned” Liza if she had 
happened to be near me at the time. I would have in¬ 
sulted her, have spat at her, have turned her out, have 
struck her! 

One day passed, however, a second and a third; she 
aid not come and I began to grow calmer, I felt particu¬ 
larly bold and cheerful after nine o’clock, I even began 
sometimes to dream, and rather sweetly: I, for instance, 
became the salvation of Liza, simply through her com¬ 
ing to me and my talking to her. I develop her, educate 
her. Finally, I notice that she loves me, loves me passion¬ 
ately. I pretend not to understand (I don’t know, how¬ 
ever, why I pretend, just for effect, perhaps). At last all 
confusion, beautiful, trembling and sobbing, she flings 
herself at my feet and tells me that 1 am her savior, and 
that she loves me better than anything in the world. I am 
amazed, but Liza, I say, “can you really believe that 
t have noticed your love? I saw it all, I divined it, but 
f did not dare to approach you first, because I had an 
influence over you and was afraid that you would force 
yourself, out of gratitude, to respond to my love, would 
try to rouse in your heart a feeling which was perhaps 
absent, and I did not wish that because it would be—- 
tyranny. It would be indelicate (in short, I launch off at 
that point into European, inexplicably lofty subtleties, k 
la George Sand), but now, now you are mine, you are 
my creation, you are pure, you are beautiful, you'are my 
beautiful wife. 
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“And into my house come bold and free. 

Its rightful mistress there to be.” 

Then we begin to live together happily, go abroad, etc., 
etc. In short, in the end it seemed vulgar to me myself, 
and I began to put out my tongue at myself. 

Besides, they won't let her out, “the hussy!” I thought. 
After all, they don’t let them go out very readily, es¬ 
pecially in the evening (for some reason I fancied she 
would have to come in the evening, and precisely' at seven 
o’clock). Though she did say she was not altogether a 
slave there yet, and had certain rights; so, h m! Damn U 

all, she will come, she is sure to come! 

It was a good thing, in fact, that Apollon distracted 
my attention at that time by his rudeness. He drove me 
bevond ail patience! He was tire bane of my life, the curse 
laid upon me by Providence. We had been squabbling 
continually for years, and I hated him. My God, how I 
hated him! I believe I had never hated anyone in my 
life as I hated him, especially at some moments. He was 
an elderly, dignified man, who worked part of his time as 
a tailor. But for some unknown reason, he despised me 
beyond all measure, and looked down upon me insuffer¬ 
ably. Though indeed, he looked down upon everyone. 
Simply to glance at that flaxen, smoothly brushed head, 
at the tuft of hair he combed up on his forehead and 
oiled with sunflower oil, at that dignified mouth, always 
pursed, made one feel one was confronting a man who 
never doubted himself. He was an insufferable pedant, 
the greatest pedant I had met on earth, and with that had 
a vanity only befitting Alexander the Great. He was in 
love with every button on his coat, every nail on his 
fingers—absolutely in love with them, and he looked 
it! In his behavior to me he was an absolute tyrant, spoke 
very little to me, and if he chanced to glance at me he 
gave me a firm, majestically self-confident and invariably 
ironical look that sometimes drove me to fury. He did 
his work with the air of doing me the greatest favor. 
Though he did scarcely anything for me, and did not, 
indeed, consider himself obliged to do anything, there 
could be no doubt that he looked upon me as the greatest 
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foo] on earth, and that the reason he did not ‘Vet rid 
ot me" was simply that he could get wages from me 
every month. He consented "to do nothing" for me for 
seven roubles a month. Many sins should be forgiven 
me for what I suffered from him. My hatred reached such 
a point that sometimes his very walk almost threw me 
into convulsions. What I loathed particularly was his 
isp* His tongue must have been a little too long or some- 
t ung of that sort, for he continually lisped, and seemed 
to be very proud of it, imagining that it greatly added 
to Ins dignity. He spoke in a slow, measured tone, with 
his hands behind his back and his eyes fixed on the 
ground. He maddened me particularly when he read 
the Psalms aloud to himself behind his partition, I 
waged many a battle over that readingl But he was 
awfully fond of reading aloud in the evenings, in a slow, 
L\en, chanting voice, as though over the dead. It is inter¬ 
esting that he has ended up that way. He hires himself 
out to read the Psalms over the dead, and at the same 
time he kills rats and makes shoe polish. But at that time 
I could not get rid of him, it was as though he were 
chemically combined with my existence. Besides, nothing 
would have induced him to consent to leave me, I could 
not live in a furnished room: my apartment was mv 
privacy, my shell, my cave, in which I concealed myself 
: rom mankind, and Apollon seemed to me, God only 
knows why, an integral part of that apartment, and for 
seven whole yean I could not get rid of him. 

For example, to be two or three days late with his 
wages was impossible. He would have made such a fuss, I 
would not have known where to hide my head. But I was 
so exasperated with everyone during that period, that I 
made up my mind for some reason and with some object 
to punish Apollon and not to pay him for a fortnight the 
wages I owed him. I had intended to do this for a long 
time, for the last two years, simply in order to teach him 
not to give himself airs with me, and to show him that if 
] liked I could withhold his wages, I decided to say noth¬ 
ing to him about it, and even to be silent purposely in 
order to conquer his pride and force him to be the first 
to speak of his wages. Then I would take the seven 
roubles out of a drawer, show him I have the money and 
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have put it aside purposely, but that I don't want, 1 
don't want, I simply don't want to pay him his wages, I 
don't want to just because that is what 1 want, because 
"1 am master and it is for me to decide,” because he has 
been disrespectful, because he is a ruffian; but if he were 
to ask respectfully I might be softened and give it to him, 
otherwise he might wait another fortnight, another three 
weeks, a whole month . . . 

But no matter how angry I was, he always got the 
better of me. I could not even hold out for four days. 
He began as he always did begin such cases, for there had 
been such cases already, there had been attempts (and it 
may be observed I knew all this beforehand, I knew his 
nasty tactics by heart), to wit: he would begin by fixing 
upon me an exceedingly severe stare, keeping it up for 
several minutes at a time, particularly on meeting me or 
seeing me out of the house. If I held out and pretended 
not to notice these stares, he would, still in silence, pro¬ 
ceed to further tortures. All at once, for no reason at all, 
he would softly and smoothly walk into my room when 
I was pacing up and down, or reading, stand at the door, 
one hand behind his back and one foot forward, and 
fix upon me a stare more than severe, utterly contemptu¬ 
ous, If I suddenly asked him what he wanted, he would 
not answer, but continue to stare at me persistently for 
some seconds longer, then, with a peculiar compression 
of his lips and a very significant air, deliberately turn 
round and deliberately go back to his room. Two hours 
later he would come out again and again present himself 
before me in the same way. It has happened that in my 
fury I did not even ask him what he wanted, but simply 
raised my head sharply and imperiously and began staring 
back at him. So we stared at one another for tw r o minutes; 
at last he turned with deliberation and dignity and went 
back again for two hours. 

If I were still not brought to reason by all this, but 
persisted in my revolt, he would suddenly begin sighing 
while he looked at me, long, deep sighs as though measur¬ 
ing by them the depths of my moral degradation, and, of 
course, it ended at last by his triumphing completely: I 
raged and shouted, but was still forced to do what he 
wanted. 
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This time the usual maneuvers of “severe staring” had 
scarcely begun when I lost my temper and flew at him in 
a fury, I was irritated beyond endurance even without 
him, 

“Wait/" I shouted in a frenzy, as he was slowly and 
silently turning with one hand behind his back, to go 
to his room, "Wait! Come back, come back, I tell you!” 
and I must have bawled so unnaturally, that he turned 
round and even looked at me with a certain amazement. 
However, he persisted in saying nothing, and that infuri¬ 
ated me. 

“How dare you come and look at me like that without 
being sent for? Answer I” 

After looking at me calmly for half a minute, he began 
turning round again. 

“Wait!” I roared, running up to him. “Don't stir! 
There. Answer, now: what did you come in to look at?” 

“If you have any order to give me at the moment, it is 
my duty to carry it out,” he answered, after another 
silent pause, ivith a slow, measured lisp, raising his eye¬ 
brows and calmly twisting his head from one side to an¬ 
other, all this with exasperating composure. 

"That's not it, that is not what I am asking you about, 
you torturer!” I shouted, shaking with anger* "Ill tell you 
myself, you torturer, why you came here: you see, I don't 
give you your wages, you are so proud you don’t want 
to bow down and ask for it, and so you have come to 
punish me with your stupid stares, to torture me, and 
you have no sus-pic4on, you torturer, how stupid it is— 
stupid, stupid, stupid, stupid!” 

He would have turned round again without a word, 
but I seized him. 

“Listen,” I shouted to him. "Here's the money, do you 
see, here it is” {I took it out of the table drawer) “here’s 
the whole seven roubles but you are not going to have 
it, you . . . are . * * not . , . going . . . to . . . have 
it until you come respectfully with bowed head to beg 
my pardon. Do you hear?” 

“That cannot be,” he answered, with the most un¬ 
natural self-confidence. 

“It will be so,” I said. “I give you my word of honor, 
it will bel” 
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‘‘And there’s nothing for me to beg your pardon for,” 
he went on, as though he had not noticed my exclama¬ 
tions at all. “Why, besides, you called me a 'torturer/ for 
which I can summon you at the police station at any time 
for insulting behavior.” 

“Go, summon me,” I roared, “go at once, this very 
minute, this very second! You are a torturer all the same! 
A torturer! A torturer!" But he merely looked at me, then 
turned, and regardless of my loud calls to him, he walked 
to his room with an even step and without looking round. 

"If it had not been for Liza nothing of this would have 
happened,” 1 decided inwardly. Then, after waiting a 
minute, I myself went behind the screen with a dignified 
and solemn air, though my heart was beating slowly and 
violently. 

“Apollon,” I said quietly and emphatically, though I 
was breathless, “go at once without a minute’s delay and 
fetch the police officer.” 

He had meanwhile settled himself at his table, put on 
his spectacles and taken up something to tailor. But, 
hearing my order, he burst into a guffaw. 

“At once, go this minute! Go on, or else you can't 
imagine what will happen.” 

“You are certainly not in your right mind,” he ob¬ 
served, without even raising his head, lisping as deliber¬ 
ately as ever and threading his needle. “Whoever heard 
of a man sending for the police against himself? And as 
for being frightened—you are upsetting yourself about 
nothing, for nothing will come of it.” 

“Go!” I shrieked, grabbing him by the shoulder. I felt 
that in another minute I would hit him. 

But I did not notice that suddenly the door from the 
passage softly and slowly opened at that instant and a 
figure came in, stopped short, and began staring at us 
in amazement. I glanced, nearly died with shame, and 
rushed back to my room. There, clutching at my hair 
with both hands, I leaned my head against the wall and 
stood motionless in that position. 

Two minutes later I heard Apollon's deliberate foot¬ 
steps. 

“There is some woman asking for you,” he said, looking 
at me with peculiar severity. Then he stood aside and let 
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ifr—Liza. He would not go away, but stared at us sar¬ 
castically* 

'*Go away, go away/ 1 I commanded in desperation. At 
that moment my clock began whining and wheezing and 
struck seven. 


IX 

And into my house come bold and free. 

Its rightful mistress there to be. 

From the same poetic work 

I stood before her crushed, crestfallen, revoltingly em¬ 
barrassed, and I believe I smiled as I did my utmost to 
wrap myself in the skirts of my ragged wadded robe— 
just exactly as I had imagined the scene not long before 
in a fit of depression. After standing over us for a couple 
of minutes Apollon went away, but that did not make me 
more comfortable* What made it worse was that sud¬ 
denly, she, too, became embarrassed, more so, in fact, 
than I would have expected. At the sight of me, of 
course. 

“Sit down,” I said mechanically, moving a chair up to 
the table, and I sat down on the sofa. She obediently sat 
down at once and gazed at me open-eyed, evidently ex¬ 
pecting something from me at once. This naivet£ of ex¬ 
pectation drove me to fury, but I restrained myself. 

She ought to have tried not to notice, as though every¬ 
thing had been as usual, while instead she * * * and I 
dimly felt that I would make her pay dearly for all this * 

“You have found me in a strange position, Liza/ 1 1 be¬ 
gan, stammering and knowing that this was the wrong 
way to begin, 

“No, no, don't imagine anything/' I cried, seeing that 
she had suddenly flushed* "I am not ashamed of my 
poverty. On the contrary, I look on my poverty with 
pride. 1 am poor but honorable. One can be poor and 
honorable," I muttered. “However—would you like 
tea?” 

“No—” she was beginning. 

“Wait a minute.” 
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I leapt up and ran to Apollon. I had to get out of the 
room somehow. 

“Apollon/’ I whispered in feverish haste, flinging down 
before him the seven roubles which had remained all the 
time in niv clenched fist, “here are your wages. You see 
I give them to you; but for that you must come to my 
rescue: bring me tea and a dozen rusks from the restau¬ 
rant. I£ you won’t go, you’ll make a man miserable! You 
don't know what this woman is. This is—everything! 
You may be imagining something, but you don’t know 
what a woman she is!” 

Apollon, who had already sat down to his work and put 
on his spectacles again, at first glanced askance at the 
money without speaking or putting down his needle; 
then, without paying the slightest attention to me, or 
making any answer, he went on busying himself with his 
needle, which he had not yet threaded. 1 waited before 
him for several minutes with my arms crossed a la 
Napoleon , My temples w^ere moist with sweat, I was pale, 
I felt it. But, thank God, he must have been moved to 
pity, looking at me. Having threaded his needle, he de¬ 
liberately got up from his seat, deliberately moved back 
his chair, deliberately took off his spectacles, deliberately 
counted the money, and finally asking me over his shoul¬ 
der: “Shall I get a whole pot?” deliberately walked out 
of the room. As I was going back to Liza, the thought 
occurred to me on the way: shouldn’t I run away just as 
I was in my robe, no matter where, and let come what 
may? 

I sat down again. She looked at me uneasily. For some 
minutes we were silent. 

“I will kill him,” I shouted suddenly, striking the table 
with my fist so that the ink spurted out of the inkstand. 

“What are you saying!” she cried, starting. 

“I will kill him! kill him!” I shrieked, suddenly strik¬ 
ing the table in absolute frenzy, and at the same time 
fully understanding how stupid it was to be in such a 
frenzy. 

“You don’t know, Liza, what that torturer is to me. 
He is my torturer. He has gone now to fetch some rusks; 
he—” 
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And suddenly I burst into tears. It was an hysterical 
attack. How ashamed I felt in the midst of my sobs; but 
still I could not restrain them. 

She was frightened. “What is the matter? What is 
wrong?'" she shrieked, fussing around me. 

“Water, give me water, over there!” I muttered in a 
faint voice, though I was inwardly conscious that I could 
easily have done without water and without muttering in 
a faint voice. But I was what is called putting it on, to 
save appearances, though the attack was a genuine one. 

She gave me water, looking at me in bewilderment. At 
that moment Apollon brought in the tea. It suddenly 
seemed to me that this commonplace and prosaic tea was 
terribly undignified and paltry after all ‘that had hap* 
pened, and I blushed. Liza even looked at Apollon with 
alarm. He went out without a glance at us. 

“Liza, do you despise me?” I asked, looking at her 
fixedly, trembling with impatience to know what she 
was thinking. 

She was embarrassed and did not know what to answer. 

"Drink your tea,” I said to her angrily, I was angry 
with myself, but, of course, it was she who would have 
to pay for it. A horrible spite against her suddenly 
surged up in my heart; I believe i could have killed her. 
To revenge myself on her I swore inwardly not to say a 
word to her all the time. “She is the cause o£ it all,” I 
thought. 

Our silence lasted for five minutes. The tea stood on 
the table; we did not touch it, I had got to the point of 
purposely refraining from beginning to drink in order to 
embarrass her further; it was awkv/ard for her to begin 
alone. Several times she glanced at me with mournful 
perplexity. I was obstinately silent, I was, of course, 
myself the chief sufferer, because I was fully conscious 
of the disgusting meanness of my spiteful stupidity, and 
yet at the same time I absolutely could not restrain 
myself. 

“I want to—get away—from there altogether,” she be¬ 
gan, to break the silence in some way, but, poor girl, that 
was just what she ought not to have spoken about at 
such a moment, stupid enough even without that to a 
man so stupid as I w T as. My heart positively ached with 
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pity for her tactless and unnecessary straightforwardness. 
But something hideous at once stided all compassion in 
me: it even provoked me to greater venom. Let die whole 
world go to pot. Another five minutes passed. 

“Perhaps I am in your way?” she began timidly? hardly 
audibly, and was getting up. 

But as soon as I saw this first impulse o£ wounded dig¬ 
nity I positively trembled with spite, and at once burst 
out. 

“Why did you come to me, tell me that, please? * I 
began, gasping for breath and regardless of all logical con¬ 
nection in my words. 1 longed to have it all out at once, 
at one burst: I did not even trouble how to begin. 

“Why did you come? Answer, answer,” I cried, hardly 
knowing what I was doing. "I’ll tell you, my good girl, 
why you came. You came because I talked fine sentiments 
to you then. So now you are soft as butter and longing 
for fine sentiments again. So you may as well know, know 
Tbet 1 was laughing at you then. And I am laughing at 
you now. Why are you shuddering? Yes? I was laughing 
at you! I had been insulted just before, at dinner, by 
the fellows who came that evening before me. I came to 
you, meaning to thrash one of them, an officer; but 1 
didn't succeed. I didn't find him; I had to avenge the 
insult on someone to get my own back again; you turned 
up, I vented my spleen on you and laughed at you. I 
had been humiliated, so 1 wanted to humiliate; I had 
been treated like a rag, so I wanted to show my power. 
That's what it was, and you imagined X had come there 
on purpose to save you, didn't you? Did you imagine 
that? Did you imagine that?” 

I knew that she would perhaps get muddled and not 
grasp all the details, but I knew, too, that she would 
grasp the gist of it very well. And so, indeed, she did. 
She turned white as a handkerchief, tried to say some¬ 
thing, and distorted her mouth painfully but she sank on 
a chair as though she had been felled by an ax. And all 
the time afterward she listened to me with her lips 
parted and her eyes wide open, shuddering with awful 
terror. The cynicism, the cynicism of my words over¬ 
whelmed her— . 

“Save youl” I went on, jumping up from my chair 
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and running up and down the room before her. "Save 
you from what? But perhaps I am worse than you myself. 
Why didn’t you throw it in my teeth when I was giving 
you that sermon: ‘But you, what did you come here for 
yourself? Was it to read us a sermon?' Power, power was 
what I xvanted them sport was what I wanted, I wanted 
to wring out your tears, your humiliation, your hysteria— 
that was what I wanted then I After all, I couldn't keep 
it up then, because I am a wretch, I was frightened, and, 
the devil knows why, gave you my address in my folly. 
Afterward, before I got home, I was cursing and swear¬ 
ing at you because of that address. I hated you already 
because of the lies I had told you. Because I only like to 
play with words, to dream in my mind, but, do you know, 
what I really want is that you would all go to hell, that 
is what I want. I want peace; yes, I*d sell the whole world 
for a farthing right now, so long as I was left in peace. 
Is the world to go to pot, or am I to go without my tea? I 
say let the world go to pot as long as I get my tea every 
time. Did you know that, or not? Weil, anyway, I know 
that I am a blackguard, a scoundrel, an egotist, a slug¬ 
gard. Here I have been shuddering for the last three days 
at the thought of your coming. And do you know what 
has worried me particularly for these three days? That 
I posed as such a hero to you then, and now you would 
see me in a wretched torn robe, a beggar, an abomination. 
I told you just now that I was not ashamed of my poverty; 
you may as well know that I am ashamed of it; I am 
more ashamed of it than of anything, more afraid of it 
than of being found out if I were a thief, because I am 
as vain as though I had been skinned and the very air 
blowing on me hurt. Surely by now even you must have 
realized that I will never forgive you for having found 
me in this wretched robe, just as I was flying at Apollon 
like a spiteful sheepdog at his lackey, and the lackey 
was jeering at him! And I shall never forgive you for 
the tears I could not help shedding before you just now, 
like some silly woman put to shame! And for what 1 am 
confessing to you now, I shall never forgive you , either! 
Yes—you must answer for it all because you turned up 
like this, because I am a blackguard, because I am the 
nastiest* stupidest, pettiest, absurdest and most envious 
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of all worms on earth, none of whom is a bit better than 
I am, but xvho, the devil only knows why, are never 
embarrassed; while I will always be insulted by every 
louse, that is my doom I And what is it to me that you 
don't understand a word of this! And what do 1 care, 
what do I care about you, and whether you go to rum 
there or not? Do you understand how 1 will hate you now 
after saying this, for having been here and listening? 
After all, a man speaks out like this once in a lifetime 
and then it is in hysterics! What more do you want? 
Why, after all, do you still stand there in front of me? 
Why do you torment me? Why don't you go?” 

But at this point a strange thing happened. 

I was so accustomed to think and imagine eveiything 
from books, and to picture everything in the world to 
myself just as I had made it up in my dreams beforehand, 
that I could not even take in this strange circumstance 
all at once. What happened was this: Liza, wounded and 
crushed by me, understood a great deal more than I 
imagined. She understood from all this what a woman 
understands first of all, if she feels genuine love, that is, 
that I was myself unhappy. 

The frightened and wounded expression on her face 
was followed first by a look of sorrowful perplexity. When 
I began to call myself a scoundrel and a blackguard and 
my tears flowed {that tirade was accompanied throughout 
by tears) her whole face worked convulsively. She was on 
the point of getting up and stopping me; when I finished 
she took no notice of my shouting; “Why are you here, 
why don’t you go away?’’ but realized only that it must 
have been very bitter to me to say all this. Besides, she 
was so crushed, poor girl; she considered herself in¬ 
finitely beneath me; how could she feel anger or resent¬ 
ment? Suddenly she leapt up from her chair with an 
irresistible impulse and held out her hands, yearning 
toward me, though still timid and not daring to stir. 
At this point there was an upheaval in my heart too. 
Then she suddenly rushed to me, threw her arms round 
me and burst into tears. I, too, could not restrain myself, 
and sobbed as I never had before. 

"They won’t let me—I can’t be—good!” I managed to 
say, then I went to the sofa, fell on it, face downward. 
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and sobbed on it for a quarter of an hour in genuine 
Hysterics. She knelt near me, put her arms round me and 
stayed motionless in that position. 

liut the trouble -was that the hysterics could not go on 
for ever. And (after all, I am writing the loathsome truth) 
lymg face downward on die sofa with my face thrust into 
nasty leather pillow, I began by degrees to be aware 
of a far-away, involuntary but irresistible feeling that 
after all it would be awkward for me to raise my head 
now and look Liza straight in the face. Why was I 
ashamed? I don’t know, but I was ashamed. In mv over¬ 
wrought brain the thought also occurred that our parts 
were after all completely reversed now, that she was now 
tnc? heroine, while I was just a crushed and humiliated 
creature as she had been before me that night—four days 
before . . . And all this came into my mind during the 
minutes I was lying face down on the sofa! 

My God! surely I was not envious of her then? 

i don't know, to this day I cannot decide, and at the 
time, of course, I was still less able to understand what 
I was feeling than now. 1 cannot get on without domineer¬ 
ing and tyrannizing over someone, after all, but—but, 
after all, there is no explaining anything by reasoning 
and consequently it is useless to reason. 

I conquered myself, however, and raised my head—I 
had to do so sooner or later—and I am convinced to this 
nay that it was just because I was ashamed to look at her 
that another feeling was suddenly kindled and flamed up 
m my heart—a feeling of mastery and possession. My eves 
gleamed with passion, and I gripped her hands tightly. 
How I hated her and how I was drawn to her at that 
minute! "The one feeling intensified the other. It was 
almost like an act of vengeance! At first there was a look 
of amazement, even of terror, on her face, but only for 
one instant. She warmly and rapturously embraced me 
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A quarter of an hour later I was rushing up and down 
the room in frenzied impatience, from minute to minute 
i went up to the screen and peeped through the crack at 
Liza. She was sitting on the floor with her head leaning 
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against the bed, and must have been crying. But she did 
not go away, and that irritated me. This time she under¬ 
stood it all. I had insulted her once and for all, but— 
there's no need to describe it. She realized that my out¬ 
burst o£ passion had been simply revenge, a new hu¬ 
miliation for her and that to my earlier, almost gener¬ 
alized hatred was added now a personal, envious hatred— 
though 1 do not maintain positively that she understood 
all this distinctly; but she certainly did fully understand 
that 1 was a despicable man, and what was worse, in¬ 
capable of loving her, 

I know I shall be told that this is incredible; that it is 
incredible to be as spiteful and stupid as I was; it may 
be added it was strange that I would not love her, or at 
any rate, appreciate her love. Why is it strange? In the 
first place, by then I was incapable of love, for, I repeat, 
with me loving meant tyrannizing and showing my moral 
stiperiorny, I have never in my life ever been able to 
imagine any other sort of love, and have nowadays come 
to the point of sometimes thinking that love really con¬ 
sists in the right—freely given by the beloved object—to 
be tyrannized over. Even in my underground dreams I 
did not imagine love in any form except as a struggle. I 
always began it with hatred and ended it with moral 
subjugation, and afterward I could never imagine what 
to do with the subjugated object. And what is there in¬ 
credible in that, since I had so succeeded in corrupting 
myself morally, since I was so out of touch with “real 
life," that I had just thought of reproaching her and 
putting her to shame for having come to me to hear 
“fine sentiments/' and I did not even guess that she had 
come not at all to hear fine sentiments, bm to love me T 
because to a woman true resurrection, true salvation from 
any sort of ruin, and true moral regeneration is con¬ 
tained in love and can only show itself in that form. I 
no longer hated her so much, however, when I was ru li¬ 
ning about the room and peeping through the crack in 
the screen. I was only insufferably oppressed by her being 
here. I wanted her to disappear. I wanted “peace," I 
wanted to be left alone in ray underground world. “Rea! 
life” oppressed me with its novelty so much that I could 
hardly breathe. 
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But several minutes passed and she still remained with¬ 
out stirring, as though she were unconscious. I had the 
shamelessness to tap softly at the screen as though to 
remind her. She started, sprang up, and flew to seek her 
shawl, her hat, her coat, just as though she were making 
hex escape from me. Two minutes later she came from 
behind the screen and looked with heavy eyes at me. I 
gave a spiteful grin, which was forced, however, to keep 
up appearances, and I turned away from her look. 

“Good*by," she said, going toward the door. 

I ran up to her, seized her hand, opened it, thrust 
something in it—and closed it again. Then I turned im¬ 
mediately and hurriedly rushed to the other comer of 
the room, to avoid seeing, anyway— 

I meant to lie a moment ago—to write that I did this 
accidentally, not knowing what I was doing, through 
foolishness, through losing my head. But I don't want^to 
lie, and so 1 will say straight out that I opened her hand 
and put the money in it—from spite. It came into my 
head to do so while I was running up and down the room 
and she was sitting behind the screen. But I can say this 
for certain: though I did that cruel thing purposely, 
it was not an impulse from the heart, but came from my 
evil brain. This cruelty was so affected, so purposely made 
up, so completely a product of the brain, of books, that 
I could not even keep it up for a minute—first I rushed 
to the corner to avoid seeing her, and then in shame and 
despair rushed after Liza. I opened the door in the pas¬ 
sage and began listening. 

Tizal LizaT J I cried on the stairs, but in a low voice, 
not boldly. 

There was no answer, but it seemed to me I heard her 
footsteps, lower down on the stairs. 

"Liza!" I cried, more loudly. 

No answer. But at that minute I heard the stiff outer 
glass door open heavily with a creak and slam violently. 
The roar echoed up the stairs. 

She had gone. I went back to my room in hesitation. I 
fek horribly oppressed. 

I stood still at the table beside the chair on which she 
had sat and looked aimlessly before me, A minute passed. 
Suddenly I started; straight before me on the table I saw 
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—in short, I saw a crumpled blue five-rouble note, the 
one I had thrust into her hand a minute before. It was 
the same note; it could be no other, there was no other 
in the apartment. So she had managed to fling it from 
her hand on the table at the moment when I had rushed 
into the farther corner. 

So what? I might have expected that she would do 
that. Might I have expected it? No, I was such an ego¬ 
tist, I was so lacking in respect for people in actuality, 
that I could not even imagine she would do so. I could 
not endure it. A moment later I flew like a madman to 
get dressed, flinging on what I could at random and ran 
headlong after her. She could not have got two hundred 
paces away when I ran out into the street. 

It was a still night and the snow was coming down in 
masses and falling almost perpendicularly, blanketing the 
pavement and the empty street. There was no one in the 
street, no sound was to be heard. The street lamps gave a 
disconsolate and useless glimmer. I ran two hundred 
paces to the intersection and stopped short. Where had 
she gone? And why was I running after her? 

Why? To fall down before her, to sob with remorse, to 
kiss her feet, to beg her forgiveness! I longed for that. My 
whole heart was being rent to pieces, and never, never 
will I recall that minute with indifference. But—what 
for? I thought. Would I not begin to hate her, perhaps, 
even tomorrow, just because I had kissed her feet today? 
Would I give her happiness? Had I not again recognized 
that day, for the hundredth time, what I was worth? 
Would I not torment her? 

I stood in the snow, gazing into the troubled darkness 
and pondered this. 

“And will it not be better? Will it not be betterV 9 I 
fantasied afterward at home, stifling the living pang of 
my heart with fantastic dreams, “Will it not be better 
that she carry the outrage with her forever? Outrage— 
why, after all, that is purification: it is the most stinging 
and painful consciousness! Tomorrow I would have de¬ 
filed her soul and have exhausted her heart, while now 
the feeling of humiliation will never die in her, and how¬ 
ever loathsome the filth awaiting her, that outrage will 
elevate and purify her—by hatred—h’m!—perhaps by 
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forgiveness also. But will all that make things easier for 
her, though? . . 

And, indeed, I will ai this point ask an idle question 
on my own account: which is better—cheap happiness 
or exalted sufferings? Well, which is better? 

So I dreamed as I sat at home that evening, almost dead 
with the pain in my soul. Never yet had I endured such 
suffering and remorse, but could there possibly have been 
the faintest doubt when I ran out from ray lodging that 
I would turn back halfway? 1 never met Liza again and 1 
have heard nothing about her. I will add, too, that for 
& long time afterward I remained pleased with the 
phrase about the utility of outrage and hatred, in spite 
of the fact that I almost fell ill from misery. 

Even now, many years later, I somehow remember all 
this as very bad. I have many bad memories now, but— 
hadn't I better end my "Notes" here? I believe I made a 
mistake in beginning'to write this story; so it's hardly 
literature $o much as corrective punishment. After all, to 
tell long stories, for example, showing how I have ruined 
ray life by morally rotting in my corner, through lack of 
fitting environment, through divorce from reality, and 
vainglorious spite in my underground world, would 
certainly not be interesting; a novel needs a hero, and all 
the traits of an anti-hero are expressly gathered together 
here, and what matters most, it all produces an un¬ 
pleasant impression, for we are all divorced from life, we 
are all cripples, ever}' one of us, more or Jess. We are so 
far divorced from it that we immediately feel a sort of 
loathing for actual "real life," and so cannot even stand 
to be reminded of it. After all, we have reached the point 
of almost looking at actual "real life" as an effort, almost 
as hard work, and we are all privately agreed that it is 
better in books. And why do we sometimes fret, why are 
we perverse and ask for something else? We don't know 
why ourselves. It would be worse for us if our capricious 
requests were granted. Come, try, come give anyone of 
us, for instance, a little more independence, untie our 
hands, widen die spheres of our activity, relax the con¬ 
trols and we—yes, I assure you—we would immediately 
beg to be under control again. I know that you will very 
likely be angry wadi me for that, and will begin to shout 
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and stamp your feet, “Speak for yourself/’ you will say, 
“and for your miseries in your underground holes, but 
don’t dare to say 'all of us/ ” Excuse me, gentlemen, aEter 
all I do not mean to justify myself with that “all of us.” 
As for what concerns me in particular I have only, after 
all, in my life carried to an extreme what you have not 
dared to carry halfway, and what’s more, you have taken 
your cowardice for good sense, and have found comfort 
in deceiving yourselves. So that perhaps, after all, there is 
more “life” in me than in you. Look into it more care¬ 
fully 1 After all, we don’t even know where living exists 
now, what it is, and what it is called! Leave us alone 
without books and we will be lost and in a confusion at 
once—we will not know what to join, what to cling to, 
what to love and what to hate, what to respect and what 
to despise. We are even oppressed by being men—men 
with real individual body and blood. We are ashamed of 
it, we think it a disgrace and try to contrive to be some 
sort of impossible generalized man. We are still-born, and 
for many years we have not been begotten by living 
fathers, and that suits us better and better. We are de¬ 
veloping a taste for it. Soon we shall somehow contrive 
to be born from an idea. But enough; I don’t want to 
write more from “underground” . . . 


The “notes” of this paradoxalist do not end here, how¬ 
ever. He could not resist and continued them. But it also 
seems to me that we may stop here. 
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THE GRAND INQUISITOR 


From : THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV 


. * Do you know, Alyosha-—don't laughl I com* 
posed a poem about a year ago. If you can waste another 
ten minutes on me, I’ll tell it to you.” 

“You wrote a poem?” 

“Oh, no, 3 didn’t write it,” laughed Ivan, “and I’ve 
never written two lines of poetry in my life. But I made 
up this poem in prose and I remembered it. I was carried 
away when I made it up. You will be my first reader— 
that is, listener. Why should an author forego even one 
listener?” smiled Ivan. “Shall I tell it to you or not?” 

“I am all attention,” said Alyosha. 

“My poem is called ‘The Grand Inquisitor/ it’s a 
ridiculous thing, but I want to tell it to you.” 


THE GRAND INQUISITOR 

“Even this must have a preface—that is, a literary pref¬ 
ace/’ laughed Ivan, “and I am a poor hand at making 
one. You see, my action takes place in the sixteenth 
century, and at that time, as you probably learnt at school, 
it was customary in poetry to bring heavenly powers 
down to earth. Not to speak of Dante, in France, law 
clerks as well as the monks in the monasteries used to 
give regular performances in which the Madonna, the 
saints, the angels, Christ, and God Himself were brought 
on the stage. In those days it was done in all simplicity. 
In Victor Hugo’s Notre Dame de Paris an edifying and 
free spectacle was provider! for the people in the Hotel 
de Ville of Paris during the reign of Louis XI, to honor 
the birth of the dauphin. It was called Le bon jugement 
de la tres sainte et gracieuse Vierge Marie , and she per¬ 
sonally appears on the stage and pronounces her bon 
jugement. Similar plays, chiefly from the Old Testament, 
were occasionally performed in Moscow too, up to the 
times of Peter the Great. But besides plays, all sorts of 
legends and “verses” appeared, in which the saints and 
angels and all the powers of Heaven took part when 
required. In our monasteries the monks busied them¬ 
selves in translating, copying, and even composing such 
poems and just think when—under the Tatars. There 
is, for instance, one such little poem (from the Greek, of 
course) ‘The Wanderings of Our Lady through Hell/ 
with descriptions as bold as Dante’s. Our Lady visits Hell, 
and the Archangel Michael leads her through the tor¬ 
ments. She sees the sinners and their torment. There she 
sees among the rest, one noteworthy set of sinners in a 
burning lake; some of them sink to the bottom of the 
lake so that they can no longer swim out, and ‘those God 
forgets’—an expression of extraordinary depth and force. 
And so Our Lady, shocked and weeping, falls before the 
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throne of God and begs for mercy for everyone in Hell— 
for everyone she has seen there, and indiscriminately. 
Her conversation with God is immensely interesting. She 
beseeches Him, she will not desist, and when God points 
to the nail-pierced hands and feet of her Son and asks, 
'How can I forgive His tormentors?’ she bids all the 
saints, all the martyrs, all the angels and archangels to 
fall down with her and pray for mercy on all without 
distinction. It ends by her winning from God a respite of 
suffering every year from Good Friday till Trinity day, 
and the sinners in Hell at once thank the Lord, crying 
out: Thou are just, O Lord, in this judgment/ Well, 
my little poem would have been of that kind if it had 
appeared then. He comes on the scene in my poem, but He 
says nothing; He only appears and goes on. Fifteen cen¬ 
turies have already passed since He promised to come in 
His glory, fifteen centuries since His prophet wrote, 
'Behold, I come quickly/ ‘Of that day and that hour 
knoweth no man, neither the Son, but the Father/ as He 
Himself predicted on earth. But humanity awaits Him 
with the same faith and with the same love. Oh, even 
with greater faith, for it is fifteen centuries since man 
has ceased to see signs from Heaven. 

Believe what the heart says. 

There are no pledges from the heavens . 1 

“There was nothing left but faith in what the heart 
saysl It is true there were many miracles in those days. 
There were saints who performed miraculous cures; some 
holy people, according to their biographies, were visited 
by the Queen of Heaven herself. But the devil did not 
slumber, and men already began to doubt the truth of 
these miracles. And just then there appeared in the north, 
in Germany, a terrible new heresy, f A huge star like a 
torch’ (that is, a church) ‘fell on the sources of the waters 
and they became bitter/ These heretics blasphemously 
began to deny miracles. But those who remained faithful 
were all the more ardent in their faith. The tears of 
humanity rose up to Him, as before, awaiting His com¬ 
ing, loved Him, hoped for Him, yearned to suffer and 

1 From Schiller's Sehnsucht. 
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die for Him as before. And for so many centuries man¬ 
kind had prayed with faith and fervor, 'O Lord, our God, 
hasten Thy coming/ for so many centuries called upon 
Him, that in His infinite mercy He deigned to come 
down to His servants. He had come down. He had visited 
some holy men, martyrs, and hermits, even before that 
day, as is written in their 'Lives/ Among us, Tyutchev, 
with profound faith in the truth of His words, bore wit¬ 
ness that 

Oppressed with bearing the cross. 

The heavenly King in slave’s guise. 
Wandered, blessing as he went, 

Throughout our native land . 2 

and that certainly was so, I assure you. And behold. He 
longed to appear for a moment to the people, to the 
tortured, suffering people, sunk in iniquity, but loving 
Him like children. My story is laid in Spain, in Seville, 
at the worst time of the Inquisition, when fires were 
lighted every day to the glory of God, and 

in the splendid auto da fe 
the wicked heretics were burnt. 

Oh, of course this was not the coming in which He will 
appear according to His promise at the end of time in all 
His heavenly glory, and which will be sudden 'as light¬ 
ning hashing from east to west.' No, He longed to visit 
His children only for a moment and there where the 
‘heretics*' flames crackled. In His infinite mercy he came 
once more among men in that human shape in which 
He walked among men for three years fifteen centuries 
ago. He came down to the 'hot pavement’ of the southern 
town in which on the day before almost a hundred 
heretics had, ad majorem gloriam Dei , been burnt by the 
cardinal, the Grand Inquisitor, in a magnificent auto da 
fi ? in die presence of the king, the court, the knights, the 
cardinals/the most charming ladies of the court, and the 
whole population of Seville. He came softly, unobserved, 
and yet, strange to say, everyone recognized Him. That 
might be one of the best passages in the poem. I mean, 
why they recognized Him. The people irresistibly flock 
a From Tyutchev's These Humble Villages . 
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to Him, they surround Him, they form about Him, 
follow Him. He moves silently in their midst with a 
gen tie smile of infinite compassion. The sun of love 
bums in His heart, radiance, enlightenment and power 
shine from His eyes, and. shed on the people, stirs their 
hearts with responsive love. He holds out His hands to 
them, blesses them, and a healing virtue comes from 
contact with Him, even from touching His garments. An 
old man in the crowd, blind from birth, cries out, ‘O 
Lord, heal me and I shall see Thee!' and, as it were, scales 
fall from his eyes and the blind man sees Him. The 
crowd weeps and kisses the earth under His feet. Children 
throw flowers before Him, sing, and cry hosannah. 'It is 
He—it is He!' all repeat. It must be He, it can be no 
one but Him!' He stops at the steps of the Seville ca¬ 
thedral just as weeping mourners bring in a child's open 
white coffin. In it lies a girl of seven, the only daughter 
o! a prominent citizen. The dead child lies hidden in 
flowers. He will raise your child/ the crowd shouts to 
the weeping mother. The priest, coming to meet the 
coffin, looks perplexed, and frowns, but the mother of 
the dead child throws herself at His feet with a wail. *If 
it is You, raise my child!" she cries, holding out her 
hands to Him. The procession halts, the coffin is laid on 
the steps at His feet. He looks with compassion, and His 
lips once more softly pronounce, 'Maiden, arise ! 1 and the 
maiden arises. The little girl sits up in the coffin and 
looks round, smiling with wide-open, wondering eyes, in 
her hands the bunch of white roses that had been laid 
with her in the coffin. There are cries, sobs, confusion 
among the people, and at that moment the cardina l him¬ 
self, the Gra nd Inquisito r^passes by the cathedral. He is 
an old man, almost ninety, tall and erect, with a withered 
face and sunken eyes from which a light like a fiery spark 
gleams. Oh, he is not in his gorgeous cardinal's robes, 
that he flaunted before the people the day before when 
he was burning the enemies of the Roman Church—no, 
at the moment he was only wearing his old, coarse 
monk’s cassock. At a distance behind him come his 
somber assistants and slaves and the 'holy guard/ He 
stops at the sight of the crowd and watches" it from a 
distance. He had seen everything; he had seen them set 
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the coffin down at His feet, seen the girl rise up. His face 
darkens. He knits his thick gray brows and his eyes gleam 
with a sinister fire. He holds out his finger and bids the 
guards take Him. And such is his power, so completely 
are the people cowed into submission and trembling 
obedience to him, that the crowd immediately makes tvay 
for the guards, and in the midst of the tomblike silence 
that has suddenly fallen they lay hands on Him and lead 
Him away. The crowd instantly as one man bows down 
to the earth before the old inquisitor. He blesses the 
people in silence and passes on. The guards lead their 
prisoner to the close, gloomy vaulted dungeon in the 
ancient palace of the Holy Inquisition and shut Him in 
it. The day passes and is followed by die dark, burning 
"breathless" night of Seville, The air is ‘fragrant with 
laurel and lemon/ In the pitch darkness the iron door 
of the dungeon is suddenly opened and the Grand In¬ 
quisitor himself slowly comes in with a light in his hand. 
He is alone; the door is closed at once behind him. He 
stands in the doorway and for a long time, a minute or 
two, gazes into His face. At last he goes up slowly, sets the 
light on the table and speaks. 

** Is it You? You?" but receiving no answer, he adds at 
once, ‘Don't answer, be silent. Indeed, what can You say? 
I know too well what You would say. And You have no 
right to add anything to what You had said of old. Why, 
then, have You come to hinder us? For You have come to 
hinder us, and You know that. But do You know what 
will happen tomorrow? I do not know who You are and 
I don’t care to know whether it is You or only a sem¬ 
blance of Him, but tomorrow I will condemn You and 
burn You at the stake as the worst of heretics. And the 
very people who today kissed Your feet, tomorrow at the 
faintest sign from me will rush to heap up the embers 
of Your fire. Do You know that? Yes, maybe You know 
it/ he added with earnest reflection, never for a moment 
taking his eyes off the Prisoner/* 

“I don’t quite understand, Ivan. What does it mean ?’ 1 
Alyosha, who had been listening in silence, said with a 
smile. 'Is it simply a wild fantasy, or a mistake on the 
part of the old man—some impossible quid pro quo 
“Take it as the last/* said Ivan, laughing, “if you are 

123 


so spoiled by modern realism and can’t stand anything 
fantastic. If you like it to be a case of mistaken identity, 
let it be so. It is true," he said, laughing, again, “the old 
man was ninety, and his idea might well have made him 
mad. He might have been struck by the appearance of 
the prisoner. It might, in fact, be simply his ravings, the 
delusion of an old man of ninety, approaching death, 
over excited by the auto da fd of a hundred heretics the 
day before. But does it matter to us after all whether it 
was a mistaken identity or a wild fantasy? All that 
matters is that the old man should speak out, should 
speak openly of what he has thought in silence for ninety 
years." 

“And the Prisoner too is silent? Does He look at him 
and not say a word?” 

“That's inevitable in any case." Ivan laughed again. 
‘The old man has told Him He hasn’t the right to add 
anything to what He has said of old. One may say it is 
‘he most fundamental feature of Roman Catholicism, in 
my opinion at least. 'All has been given by You to the 
Pope,' they say, ‘and all, therefore, is still in the Pope's 
nands, and there is no need for You to come now at all. 
You must not meddle, for the time at least.’ That’s how 
they speak and write, too—the Jesuits at any rate. I have 
read it myself in the works of their theologians. ‘Have 
You the right to reveal to us one of the mysteries of that 
world from which You have come?’ mv old man asks 
Him, and answers the question for Him! ‘No, You have 
not; that You may not add to what has been said of old, 
and may not take from men the freedom You exalted 
when You were on earth. Whatsoever You reveal anew 
will encroach on men’s freedom of faith; for it will be 
manifest as a miracle, and the freedom of their faith was 
dearer to You than anything in those days fifteen hun¬ 
dred years ago. Did You not often say then, “I will make 
you free ? But now You have seen these “free” men,’ the 
old man adds suddenly, with a pensive smile. ’Yes, we've 
paid dearly for it,’ he goes on, looking sternly at Him, ‘but 
at last we have completed that work in Your name. For 
fifteen centuries we have been wrestling with Your free¬ 
dom, but now it is ended and over for good. Do You 
not believe that it's over for good? You look at me meekly 
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and do not even deign to be angry with me. But let me 
tell You that now, today, people are more persuaded 
than ever that they are completely free, yet they have 
brought their freedom to us and laid it humbly at our 
feet. But that has been our doing. Was this what You 
did? Was this Your freedom?’ ” 

“I don't understand again/' Alyosha broke in. “Is he 
ironical, is he jesting?” 

“Not at all! He claims it as a merit for himself and his 
like that at last they have vanquished freedom and have 
done so to make men happy. 'For only now' (he is speak¬ 
ing of the Inquisition of course) J £or the first time it has 
become possible to think of the happiness of men, Man 
was created a rebel; and how can rebels be happy? You 
were warned,' he says to Him. ‘You had no lack of ad¬ 
monitions and warnings, but You did not listen to those 
warnings; You rejected the only way by which men 
might be made happy, but fortunately, when You de¬ 
parted, You handed the work on to us. You affirmed by 
Your word, You gave us the right to bind and to unbind, 
and now, of course. You cannot even think of taking that 
right away from us. Why, then, do You come to hinder 
us?' ” 

“And what’s the meaning of ‘no lack of admonitions 
and warnings’?” asked Alyosha. 

“Why, that's the chief part of what the old man must 
say.” 

“ ‘The wise and dread spirit, the spirit of self-destruc¬ 
tion and non-existence/ the old man goes on, ‘the great 
spirit talked with You in the wilderness, and we are told 
in the books that he “tempted” You. Is that not so? And 
could anything truer be said than what he revealed to 
You in three questions and what You rejected, and what 
in the books is called “the temptations”? And yet if there 
has even been on earth a real stupendous miracle, it took 
place on that day, on the day of the three temptations. 
The statement of those three questions was itself the 
miracle. If it were possible to imagine simply for the sake 
of argument that those three questions of the dread spirit 
had perished utterly from the books, and that we had to 
restore them and to invent and formulate them anew, to 
restore them to the books, and to do so had gathered 

125 


together all the wise men of the earth—rulers, chief 
priests, learned men, philosophers, poets—and had set 
diem the task to invent, to formulate three questions, 
such as would not only fit the occasion, but express in 
diree words, in a mere three human phrases, the whole 
:uture history of the world and of humanity-do You 
believe that all the wisdom of the earth united together 
could have invented anything in depth and force equal to 
■he three questions which were actually put to You then 
by the wise and mighty spirit in the wilderness? From 
diose questions alone, from the miracle of their statement, 
we can see that we are not dealing with the fleeting hu¬ 
man intelligence, but with the absolute and eternal. For 
in those three questions the whole subsequent history of 
mankind is, as it were, brought together into one whole 
and foretold, and in them are united all die unsolved 
historical contradictions of human nature throughout 
the world* At the time it could not have been so clear 
since the future was unknown; but now that fifteen hun¬ 
dred years have passed, we see that everything in those 
three questions were so justly divined and foretold, and 
has been so truly fulfilled, that nothing can be added to 
them or taken from them* 

“'Judge Yourself who was right—You or he who 
questioned You then? Remember the first question; its 
meaning, in other words, was this: “You would go into 
the world, and are going with empty hands, with some 
promise of freedom which men in their simplicity and 
their natural unruliness cannot even understand, which 
they fear and dread—since nothing has ever been more 
insupportable for a man and a human society than free¬ 
dom* Do You see these stones in this parched and barren 
wilderness? Turn them into bread, and mankind will run 
after You like a dock, grateful and obedient, though 
for ever trembling, lest You withdraw your hand and 
deny them Your bread*” But You would not deprive man 
of freedom and rejected the offer, thinking, what is, that 
freedom worth, if obedience is bought with bread?Tou 
replied that man lives not by^eTda.ToheT^ut'So You 
know that for the sake of that earthly bread the spirit of 
the earth will rise up against You and fight with You 
and overcome You, and all mil follow him, crying, “Who 
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can compare with this beast? He has given us fire from 
heaven !' 1 Do You know that centuries will pass, and hu¬ 
manity will proclaim through the mouth of their wisdom 
and science that there is no crime, and therefore no 
sin, there is only hunger? “Feed men, and then demand 
virtue from them!" That’s what they’ll write on the 
banner, which they will raise against You, and with 
which they will destroy Your temple. Where Your temple 
stood a new building will rise; the terrible tower of 
Babel will be built again, and though, like the one of 
old, it will not be finished, yet You might have prevented 
that new tower and have cut short the sufferings of men 
for a thousand years; for they will come back to us after 
a thousand years of agony with their tower. They will 
seek us again, hidden underground in the catacombs, for 
we shall again be persecuted and tortured. They will find 
us and cry to us, “Feed us, for those who have promised 
us fire from heaven haven’t given it!’’ And then we shall 
finish building their tower, for he finishes the building 
who feeds them. And we alone shall feed them in Your 
name, and declare falsely that it is in Your name. r Oh, 
never, never can they feed themselves without us!uNo 
science will give them bread so long as they remain free. 
In the end they will lay their freedom at our feet, and 
say to us, “Make us your slaves, but feed us." They will 
understand themselves, at last, that freedom and bread 
enough for all are inconceivable together, for they will 
never, never be able to share among themselves. They 
will be convinced, too, that they can never be free, for 
they are weak, sinful, worthless and rebellious. You 
promised them the bread of Heaven, but, I repeat again, 
can it compare with e arthly bread in tj ie-„eyj£S-of the 
wealc, ever sinfuT and ignoble race of man? And if for 
theTake of the bread of Heaven thousands and tens of 
thousands shall follow You, what is to become of the 
millions and tens of thousands of millions of creatures 
who will not have the strength to forego the earthly 
bread for the sake of the heavenly? Or do You care only 
for the tens of thousands of the great and strong dear 
to You while the millions, numerous as the sands of the 
sea, who are weak but love You, must exist only for the 
sake of the great and strong? No, for the weak are dear 
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to us, too. They are sinful and rebellious, but in the 
end they too will become obedient* They will marvel 
at us and look upon us as gods, because we are ready 
to endure the freedom which they have found so dread¬ 
ful and to rule over them—so awful will it seem to them 
to be free. But- we will tell them that we are Your serv¬ 
ants and rule them in Your name. We will deceive them 
again, for we will not let You come to us again. That 
d eception wil l be our suffering, for we will be forcecfto 
lieTThat is the significance ofUie hrst question liT the 
wilderness, and that is what You rejected for the sake 
of the freedom which You exalted above everything. Yet 
that question contains the great secret of this world. 
Had You chosen “bread/' You would have satisfied the 
universal and everlasting craving of human be ing s and 
of the individual to find someone to worship,[jo long 
as man remains free he strives for nothing so incessantly 
and so painfully as to find as quickly as possible someone 
to worship But man seeks to worship what is established 
beyondlfispute, so indisputably that all men would agree 
at once to worship it. For these pitiful creatures are con* 
cemed not only to find what one or the other can worship, 
but to find something that all would believe in and wor* 
ship; what is essential is that all may be together in it. 
Thi^cr aving for community of worship i s the'chief misery 
of evenTmah individually and of alTfmmanity from the 
beginning of time. For the sake of common worship 
they've slain each other with the sword. They have set 
up gods and challenged one another, Tut away your gods 
and come and worship ours, or we will kill you and your 
gods!' And so it will be to the end of the world, even 
when gods disappear from the earth; they will fall down 
before idols just the same. You knew, You could not but 
have known, that fundamental secret of human nature, 
but You rejected the one infallible banner which was 
offered You, to make all men bow down to You alone— 
the banner of earthly bread; and You rejected it for the 
sake of freedom and the bread of Heaven. Behold what 
else You did. And all again in _the_name of free dom ! I 
tell you that man is tormented by no greater anxiety than 
to find someone to whom he can hand over quickly that 
gift of freedom with which the unhappy creature is 
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born. But only he who can appease their conscience can 
take over their freedom. In bread there was offered to 
You an indisputable banner; give bread, and man will 
worship You, for nothing is more indisputable than 
bread. But if someone else gains possession of his con¬ 
science—oh I then he will cast away Your bread and 
follow after him who has ensnared his conscience. In 
-that You were right. For the secret of man ’s being is not 
only to live but to have something to li ve for . Without 
a firm conception oFlKeoBjecTofirfe, man would not 
consent to go on living, and would rather destroy him¬ 
self than remain on earth, though he had bread in abun¬ 
dance. That is true. But what happened? Instead of 
taking men's freedom from them, You make it greater 
than everl Did You forget that man prefers peace, and 
even death, to freedom of choice in the knowledge of good 
and evil? Nothing is more seductive for man than his 
freedom of conscience, but at the same time nothing is a 
greater torture. And yet, instead of providing a firm 
foundation for setting the conscience of man at rest for¬ 
ever, You chose all that is exceptional, vague and enig¬ 
matic; You chose what is utterly beyond the strength of 
men, acting as though You did not love them at all 
You who came to give Your life for theml Instead of 
taking possession of men's freedom, You increased it, and 
burdened the spiritual kingdom of mankind forever with 
its sufferings. You wanted man’s free love. You wanted 
him to follow You freely, enticed and captured by You. 
In place of the rigid ancient law, man was hereafter to 
decide for himself with free heart what is good and what 
is evil, having only Your image before him as his guide. 
But did You not think he would at last dispute and re¬ 
ject even Your image and Your truth, if he were op¬ 
pressed with the fearful burden of free choice? They will 
cry aloud at last that the truth is not in You, for they 
could not have been left in greater confusion and suffer¬ 
ing than You have caused, laying upon them so many 
cares and unanswerable problems. 

"So that You Yourself laid the foundation for the de¬ 
struction of Your kingdom, and no one is more to blame 
for it. Yet what was offered You? There are three powers, 
only three powers that can conquer and capture the con- 
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science of these impotent rebels forever, for their own 
happiness—those forces are miracle, mystery and au¬ 
thority. You rejected all three and set the example for 
doing so. When the wise and dread spirit set You on the 
pinnacle of the temple and said to You, *If thou be the 
Son of God cast thyself down, for it is written: He shall 
give his angels charge of thee, and in their hands they 
shall hear thee up, lest at any time thou dash thy foot 
against a stone. And You shall know' then whether You 
are the Son ol God and shall prove then how great is 
Y °ur faith in Your Father.’ But You refused and would 
not cast Yourself down. Oh! of course, Y r ou did proudly 
and well as a God; but men, that weak, rebellious race, 
are they gods? Oh, You knew' then that in taking one 
step, m making one movement to cast Yourself down. 
You would immediately be tempting God and have lost 
Your faith in Him, and would have been dashed to 
pieces against that ear ill which You had come to save, 
and the wise spirit that tempted You would have re¬ 
joiced. But I ask again, are there many like You? And 
could You really believe for one moment that men, too, 
could resist such a temptation? Is the nature of men 
such that they can reject miracles, and at such fearful 
moments of their life, the moments of their deepest, most 
fearful spiritual difficulties, cling only to the free verdict 
of the heart? Oh, You knew that Your deed would be 
recorded in books, would be handed down to remote 
times and the utmost ends of the earth, and You hoped 
that man, following You, would also ding to God and 
not ask for a miracle. But You did not know that as soon 
as man rejects a miracle, he rejects God too; for man seeks 
not so much God as the miraculous. And as man cannot 
bear to be without the miraculous, he will create new' 
miracles of bis own for himself, and will worship deeds 
of sorcery and witchcraft, though he might be a hundred 
times over a rebel, heretic and infidel. You did not 
descend from the Cross when they shouted to You, mock¬ 
ing and reviling You, If thou be the Son of God, come 
down from the cross.’ Y ou did not descend, for again 
Y'ou would not enslave man by a miracle, and craved 
..aith given freely, not based on a miracle. You craved for 
iree love and not the base raptures of the slave before 
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the might that has overawed him forever. But here too 
You judged men too highly, for they are slaves, of course, 
though rebellious by nature. Look round and judge; 
fifteen centuries have passed, look upon them. Whom 
have You raised up to Yourself? I swear, man is weaker 
and baser by nature than You believed him to be. Can 
he, can he do what You did? By showing him so much 
respect, You acted as though You had ceased to have 
compassion for him, because You asked too much from 
him—You who loved Mm more than Yourselfl Had You 
respected him less. You would have asked less of him. 
That would have been more like love, for his burden 
would have been lighter. He is weak and vile. What 
though he is everywhere now rebelling against our power, 
and proud of his rebellion? It is the pride of a child and 
a schoolboy. They are little children rioting and chasing 
away the teacher at school. But their childish delight will 
end; it will cost them dear. They will cast down temples 
and drench the earth with blood. But they will see at 
last, the foolish children, that, though they are rebels, 
they are impotent rebels, unable to keep up their own 
rebellion. Bathed in their foolish tears, they will recognize 
at last that He who created them rebels must have meant 
to mock at them. They will say this in despair, and their 
utterance will be a blasphemy which will make them 
more unhappy still, for man's nature cannot bear blas¬ 
phemy, and in the end always avenges it on itself. And 
so unrest, confusion and unhappiness—that is the present 
lot of man after You bore so much for his freedom! 
Your great prophet tells us allegorically and in image 
that he saw all those who took part in the first resur¬ 
rection and that there were of each tribe twelve thousand. 
But if there were so many of diem, they must have been 
gods rather than men. They had borne Your cross^ they 
had endured scores of yean in the barren, hungry wilder¬ 
ness, living upon locusts and roots—and You may in¬ 
deed point with pride at those children of freedom, of 
free love, of free and splendid sacrifice for Your name. 
But remember that they were only some thousands anti 
gods at that; and what of the rest? And how are the 
other weak ones to blame, because they could not en¬ 
dure what the strong have endured? How is the weak 
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soul to blame that it is incapable of appreciating such 
terrible gifts? Can You simply have come to the elect 
and for the elect? But if so, it is a mystery and we cannot 
understand it And if it is a mystery, we too have a right 
to preach a mystery, and to teach them that it is not the 
free judgment of their hearts, not love that matters, but 
a mystery which they must follow blindly, even against 
their conscience. That is what we have done. We have 
corrected Your work and have founded it upon miracle, 
mystery) and authority. And men rejoiced that they were 
again led like a flock, and that the terrible gift that had 
brought them such suffering, was, at last, lifted from 
their hearts. Were we right teaching them this and acting 
as we did? Speak! Did we not love mankind, so meekly 
acknowledging their feebleness, lovingly lightening their 
burden, and even permitting their weak nature to sin, 
so long as it had our sanction? Why have you come now 
to hinder us? And why do You look silently and search- 
ingly at me with Your mild eyes? Be angry. 1 do not want 
Your love, for I love You not. And what use is it far me 
to hide anything from You? Don’t 1 know to Whom I 
am speaking? All that 1 can say is known to You already. 

I can read it in Your eyes. And is it for me to conceal 
our mystery from You? Perhaps it is Your will to hear 
it from my lips. Listen, then. We are not working with 
You, but with him —that is our mystery. It's long—eight 
centuries—since we have been on his side and not°on 
Yours. Just eight centuries ago, we took from him what 
You rejected with scorn, that last gift he offered You, 
showing You all the kingdoms of the earth. We took 
Rome and the sword of Caesar from him and proclaimed 
ourselves rulers of the earth, the sole rulers, though’till 
now we have not been able to complete our work. But 
whose fault is that? Oh, the work is only beginning, but 
it has begun. It will long await completion and the earth 
has much to suffer yet; but we will triumph and will be 
Caesars, and then we will plan the universal ha ppiness 
of man. But You might have accepted the sword of~ 
Caesar even then. Why did you reject that last gift? Had 
You accepted that third counsel of the mighty' spirit. 
You would have accomplished all that man seeks on 
earth—that is, someone to worship, someone to keep his 
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conscience, and some means of uniting everyone in one 
indisputable general and unanimous anthill, for the 
craving for universal unity is the third and last anguish 
of men. Mankind as a whole has always striven to or* 
ganize a universal state. There have been many great 
nations with great histories, but the more highly they 
were developed the more unhappy they were* for they 
felt more acutely than other people the craving for world¬ 
wide union. The great conquerors, Timours and Gen- 
ghis-Khans, whirled like hurricanes over the face of the 
earth striving to subdue its people, and they too were 
but the unconscious expression of the same great human 
craving for universal and general unity. Had You taken 
the world and Caesar's purple. You would have founded 
tiie universal state and have given universal peace. For 
who can rule men if not he who holds their conscience 
and their bread in his hands? We have accepted the 1 
sword of Caesar, and in taking it, of course, have rejected 
You and followed him. Oh, centuries of the confusion of 
free thought, of their science and cannibalism are yet to 
pass, for having begun to build their tower of Babel 
without us, they will end with cannibalism. But just then 
the beast will crawl to us and lick our feet and spatter 
them with tears of blood from their eyes. And we shall 
sit upon the beast and raise the cup, and on it will be 
written ‘Mystery/ But then, and only then, the reign 
of peace and happiness will come for men. You are proud 
of Your elect, but You have only the elect, while we give 
rest to all. And besides, how many of those elect, those 
mighty ones who could become the elect, finally grew 
tired of waiting for You and transferred and will transfer 
the powers of their spirit and the fire of their heart to the 
other camp, and end by raising their free banner against 
You? But You Yourself lifted up that banner. With us 
everybody will be happy and will neither rebel nor every¬ 
where destroy each other any more as they did under 
Your freedom. Oh, we will persuade them that they will 
only become free when they renounce their freedom to 
us and submit to us. And will we be right or will we be 
lying? They will be convinced that we are right, because 
they will remember the horrors of slavery and confusion 
to which Your freedom brought them. Freedom, free 
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thought and science, will lead them into such straits and 
will bring them face to face with such marvels and in¬ 
soluble mysteries, that some of them, the fierce and re¬ 
bellious, will destroy themselves, while others, rebellious 
but weak, will destroy one another, and the rest, weak 
and unhappy, will crawl to our feet and wail to us: "Yes, 
you were right, you alone possess His mystery, and we are 
coming back to you, save us from ourselves ! f " 

‘‘When they obtain bread from us, they will of course 
dearly see that we take the bread made by their own 
hands from them to distribute it to them, that there is 
no sort of miracle there. They will see that we did not 
change the stones into bread, but in truth they will be 
more thankful for taking it from our hands than for the 
bread itself! For they will remember only too well that 
formerly, without us, even the bread they made turned 
into stones in their hands, while since they have come 
back to us, the very stones have turned into bread in 
their hands. Only too, too well will they value the mean¬ 
ing of submission henceforth! And until men know that, 
they will be unhappy. Who is most to blame for their 
not knowing it? Speak! Who scattered the flock and sent 
it astray on unknown paths? But the flock will come to¬ 
gether again and will submit once more, and then it 
will be once for all. Then we shall give them the quiet, 
humble happiness of weak creatures such as they are by 
nature. Oh, we shall persuade them at last not to be 
proud, for You had lifted them up and thereby taught 
them to be proud. We shall show them that they are 
weak, that they are only pitiful diiklren, but that child¬ 
like happiness is the sweetest of all. They will become 
timid and will look to us and huddle dose to us in fear, 
as chicks to the hen. They will marvel at us and will be 
awe-stricken before us, and will be proud at our being 
so powerful and dever, that we have been able to subdue 
such a turbulent flock of thousands of millions. They 
will tremble more weakly before our wrath, their minds 
will grow fearful, they will be quick to shed tears like 
women and children, but they will be just as ready at a 
sign from us to pass to laughter and rejoicing, to happy 
mirth and childish song. Yes, we shall set them to work, 
but in their leisure hours we shall make their life like 
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a child’s game, with children's songs, choruses and in¬ 
nocent dances. Oh, shal Leven al low them sin, they 
are weak and impotent, and they will'love ms Tike chil¬ 
dren because we allow them to sin. We shall tell them 
that every sin will be expiated, if it is done with our 
permission, that we allow them to sin because we love 
them, and the punishment for these sins we take upon 
ourselves. And we shall take it upon ourselves* and they 
will adore us as their saviors who have taken on them¬ 
selves their sins before God, And they will have no 
secrets from us. We shall allow or forbid them to live 
with their wives and mistresses, to have children or not 
to have them—depending upon their obedience—and 
they will submit to us gladly and cheerfully. The most 
painful secrets of their conscience; they will bring every¬ 
thing, every thing to us, and we will have an answer for 
everything/And they will be glad to believe our answer, 
for it will save them from the great anxiety and terrible 
agony they now endure supplying a free, individual 
answer. And everyone will be happy, all the millions of 
creatures except the hundred thousand who rule them. 
For only we^ we who g uard the myster v. wi 11 be unhappy. 
There will be thousands of millions of happy babes, and 
a hundred thousand sufferers who have taken upon them¬ 
selves the curse of the knowledge of good and evil. They 
will die peacefully, they will expire peacefully in Your 
name, and beyond the grave they will find nothing but 
death. But we will keep the secret, and for their happiness 
we will tempt them with the reward of Heaven and 
eternity. Though if there was anything in the other 
world, it certainly would not be for such as they, It is 
said and prophesied that You will come and conquer 
again. You will come accompanied by Your chosen, proud 
and strong, but we will say that they have only saved 
themselves while we have saved everyone. We are told 
that the harlot who sits upon the beast and holds the 
mystery in her hands will be put to shame, that the 
weak will rise up again and will rend her royal purple 
and will strip naked her ‘loathsome' body. But then I 
will stand up and point out to You the thousand millions 
of happy children who have known no sin. And ive who 
have taken their sins upon us for their happiness will 
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stand up before You and say: ‘Judge us if you can and 
dare/ Know that I fear You not. Know that I too have 
been in the wilderness, I too have lived on roots and 
locusts, I too blessed the freedom with which You had 
blessed men, and I too was striving to stand among Your 
elect, among the strong and powerful, thirsting "to make 
up the number/ But I awakened and would not serve 
madness. I turned back and joined the ranks of those 
who have corrected Your work. I left the proud and 
went back to the humble, for the happiness of the 
humble. What I say to You will come to pass, and our 
dominion will be built up, l repeat, tomorrow You will 
see that obedient flock who at the first sign from me will 
hasten to heap up the hot cinders about the pile on which 
I will burn You for coming to hinder us. For if anyone 
has ever deserved our fires, it is You. Tomorrow I will 
burn You. Dixi’ ” 

Ivan stopped. He was carried away as he talked and 
spoke with excitement; when he had finished, he sud¬ 
denly smiled. 

Alyosha had listened in silence; toward the end he was 
greatly moved and seemed several times on the point of 
interrupting, but restrained himself. Now his words came 
with a rush. 

“But . . , that's absurdr he cried, flushing, “Your 
poem is m praise of Jesus, not in blame of Him—as you 
meant it to be. And who will believe you about freedom? 
Is that die way to understand it? That's not the Ortho¬ 
dox Church's view of it. That's Rome, and not even the 
whole of Rome, it's false—those are the worst of the 
Catholics, the Inquisitors, the Jesuits! And such a fan¬ 
tastic creature as your Inquisitor could not exist at all. 
What are these sins of mankind they take on themselves? 
Who are these keepers of the mystery who have taken 
some curse upon themselves for the happiness of man¬ 
kind? When have they been seen? We know the Jesuits, 
they are spoken ill of, but surely they are not what you 
describe? They are not that at all, not at all. They are 
simply the Romish army for the earthly sovereignty of 
the world in the future, with the Pontiff of Rome for 
Emperor, that's their ideal, but there's no sort of mystery 
or lofty melancholy about it It's simple lust of power, 
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of filthy earthly gain, of domination—something like 
future serfdom with them as masters—that’s all they 
stand for. Perhaps they don’t even believe in God. Your 
suffering Inquisitor is a mere fantasy.” 

"Wait, wait,” laughed Ivan, “how heated you’ve be¬ 
come! A fantasy you say, all right! Of course it’s a fantasy. 
But allow me to say: do you really think that the whole 
Catholic movement of the last centuries is actually noth¬ 
ing but the lust of power, of filthy earthly gain? Is that 
Father Paissy’s teaching?” 

“No, no, on the contrary, Father Paissy did once say 
something of the same sort as you—but of course its not 
the same, not a bit the same,” Alyosha hastily corrected 
himself. 

“But that's a valuable piece of information, despite 
your 'not a bit the same.' 1 am expressly asking you why 
your Jesuits and Inquisitors have only united for vile 
material gain? Why can there not be a single martyr 
among them, tortured by great sorrow and loving hu¬ 
manity? You see, only suppose that just one such man 
was found among all those who desire nothing but filthy 
material gain—only a single one like my old inquisitor, 
who had himself eaten roots in the desert and made fren¬ 
zied efforts to subdue his flesh to make himself free and 
perfect. But yet all his life he loved humanity, and sud¬ 
denly his eyes were opened, and he saw that it is no 
great moral blessing to attain the perfection of the will, 
if at the same time one becomes convinced that millions 
of God’s other creatures have been created as a mockery, 
that they will never be capable of using their freedom, 
that these poor rebels can never turn into giants to com¬ 
plete the tower, that it was not for such geese that the 
great idealist dreamt of His harmony. Seeing all that he 
turned back and joined—the clever people. Surely that 
could have happened?” 

“Joined whom, what clever people?” cried Alyosha, 
almost losing his temper. “They have no cleverness like 
that at all, and no mysteries and secrets. Perhaps nothing 
but atheism, that's all their secret. Your inquisitor does 
not Believe in God, that’s his secret!'' 

“What if it is so! At last you have guessed it. It’s per¬ 
fectly true, that’s really the whole secret, but isn’t that 
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suffering, at least for a man like that, who has wasted his 
whole life on his deeds in the desert and yet could not 
cure himself of love for humanity? In his old age he 
reached the clear conviction that nothing but the advice 
of the great dread spirit could build up any tolerable 
sort of life for the weak rebels, 'incomplete, experimental 
creatures created in jest* And so, convinced of that, he 
sees that he must follow the council of the wise spirit, 
the dread spirit of death and destruction, and therefore 
accept lying and deception, and lead men consciously to 
death and destruction, and yet deceive them all the way 
so that they may not notice where they are being led, the 
poor blind creatures may at least think themselves happy 
on the way. And note, the deception is in the name of 
Him in whose ideal the old man had so fervently be¬ 
lieved all his life long. Is that not a misfortune? And if 
only one such stood at the head of the whole army 1 filled 
with the lust of power only for the sake of filthy gain'— 
would one such not be enough to make a tragedy? More 
than that, even one such standing at the head is enough 
to create finally the actual leading idea of the Roman 
Church with all its armies and Jesuits, its highest idea. I 
tell you frankly that I firmly believe that there has always 
been such a single man among those who stood at the 
head of the movement. Who knows, there may have been 
some such single men even among the Roman popes. 
Who knows, perhaps that accursed old man who loves 
mankind so obstinately in his own way is to be found 
even now in a whole multitude of such single old men, 
existing not by chance but by agreement, as a secret 
league formed long ago for the guarding of the mystery* 
to guard it from the weak and the unhappy, so as to 
make them happy. No doubt it is so, and indeed it must 
be so. I fancy that even among the masons there's some¬ 
thing of the same mystery at bottom, and that that's 
why the Catholics so detest the Masons as their rivals 
breaking up tire unity of the idea, while it is so essential 
that there should be one fold and one shepherd. . . . 
But from the way I defend my idea I might be an author 
impatient of your criticism. Enough of it." 

"‘Are you perhaps a Mason yourself?" broke suddenly 
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from Alyosha, “You don't believe in God,” he added* 
speaking this time very sorrowfully. He fancied besides 
that his brother was looking at him ironically. “How 
does your poem end?” he asked, suddenly looking down. 
“Or was that the end?” 

“I meant it to end like this. When the Inquisitor 
stopped speaking he waited some time for his prisoner to 
answer him. His silence weighed down upon him. He saw 
that the prisoner had listened intently and calmly all the 
time, looking gently in his face and evidently not wishing 
to reply. The old man longed for Him to say something, 
however bitter and terrible. But He suddenly approaches 
the old man in silence and softly kisses him on his blood¬ 
less aged lips. That was His whole answer. The old man 
shudders. Something trembles at the edge of his lips. He 
goes to the door, opens it, and says to Him: 'Go, and 
come no more , , . Come not at all, never, never!' And 
he lets him out into the 'dark squares of the town/ The 
prisoner leaves.” 

“And the old man?” 

“The kiss burns in his heart, but the old man adheres 
to his idea.” 

“And you with him, you too?” cried Alyosha, mourn¬ 
fully. Ivan laughed. 

“Why, it's all nonsense, Alyosha. It's only a senseless 
poem of a senseless student, who could never write two 
lines of verse. Why do you take it so seriously? Surely 
you don't suppose I am going straight off to the Jesuits to 
join the multitude of men who are correcting His work? 
Good Lord, it's no business of mine. Haven't I told you, 
all I want is to live on to thirty, and then—dash the cup 
to the groundl” 

“But the little sticky leaves, and the precious tombs, 
and the blue sky, and the woman you love! How will 
you live, how will you love them?” Alyosha cried sorrow¬ 
fully, “With such a hell in your heart and your head, how 
can you? No, that's just what you are going away for, 
to join them ... if not, you will kill yourself, you can't 
endure it!" 

“There is a strength to endure everything,” Ivan said 
with a cold smile. 
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“What strength?” 

“The strength of the Karamazovs—the strength of the 
Karamazov baseness/' 

“To sink into debauchery, to stifle your soul with cor¬ 
ruption, is that it?” 

"Possibly, even that , . . only perhaps till I am thirty 
I will escape it, and then . * 

“How will you escape it? By what will you escape it? 
That's impossible with your ideas/' 

“In the Karamazov way, again/' 

“'Everything is lawful/ you mean? Everything is law¬ 
ful, is that it? Is that it?” 

Ivan scowled, and all at once turned strangely pale, 

“Ah, you've caught up yesterday's phrase, which so 
offended Miusov—and which Dmitri pounced upon so 
naively and paraphrased!” He smiled queerly, “Yes, if you 
like, 4 every-thing is lawful 1 since the word has been spoken, 
I won't deny it. And Mitya's version isn't bad, either.” 

Alyosha looked at him in silence. 

“In leaving here, brother, I thought that in the \vhole 
world I have at least you/ 1 Ivan said suddenly, with un¬ 
expected feeling; “but now I see that there is no place 
for me even in your heart, my dear hermit, I won't re¬ 
nounce the formula, 'everything is lawful/ Will you 
renounce me for that, will you? Will you?” 

Alyosha got up, went to him and softly kissed him 
on the Ups. 

“That’s plagiarism,” cried Ivan, at once passing into a 
sort of delight. “You stole that from my poem. Thank 
you though. Get up, Alyosha, it's time we were going, 
both of us,” 

They went out, but stopped when they reached the 
entrance of the restaurant, 

“Listen, Alyosha,” Ivan began in a resolute voice, “if 
I am really able to care for the sticky little leaves I shall 
only love them in remembering you. It's enough for 
me that you are somewhere here, and I won't lose my 
desire for life yet. Is that enough for you? Take it as a 
declaration of love if you like. And now you go to the 
right and I to the left. And it’s enough, do you hear, 
enough. 1 mean, even if I don't go away tomorrow (I 
chink I certainly will go) and we meet again, don't say 
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another word on these subjects. I beg that of you in 
particular. And about Dmitri too, I ask you specially 
never to speak to me about that again, he added, with 
sudden irritation; "it's all exhausted, it has all been said 
over and over again, hasn't it? And I’ll make you one 
promise in return for it. When, at thirty, 1 want to dash 
the cup to the ground,' wherever I may be 111 come to 
have one more talk with you even though it were from 
America, you may be sure of that. I’ll come on purpose. 
It will be very interesting to have a look at you, to see 
what you’ll be by that time. It’s rather a solemn promise, 
you see. And we really may be parting for seven years or 
ten. Come, go now to your Pater Seraphicus, he is dying. 
If he dies without you, you will be angry with me tor 
having kept you. Good-by, kiss me once more; thats 
right, now go.” 
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APPENDIX 


The appendix presents material relevant to Notes from 
Underground, much of it hitherto unavailable in English. 
As indicated in the introduction, the Notes are in part a 
direct reply to Chernyshevsky’s novel What Is to Be 
Done? From that novel 1 have given here a discussion of 
man’s rational actions and calculations; the Eulogy of 
Marya Alexeevna, in which the theories of environment 
and 'advantage are stated fully, if ironically; a passage 
directly refuted by the episode on the Nevsky with the 
officer; and two of Vera Pavlovna’s dreams: the hist, that 
deals with liberating man’s spirit from underground, or 
more specifically, from cellars (the image recurs in the 
novel), and the fourth. Vera’s utopian dream of man’s 
perfectibility, the immediate predecessor for the notion 
of the "crystal palace." The last has been given fully, 
even though only the last part is clearly pertinent to the 
Notes, as it is a vital and frequently anthologized passage 
in Russia. In its own way it is an interesting and reveal¬ 
ing addition to the tradition of utopian literature. 

The passages from Dostoevsky’s correspondence and 
Winter Notes deal with the composition and elaboration 
of the Notes. Two satires arising out of Notes from 
Underground end the volume. The first, “The Swallows," 
attributed to Shchedrin, attacks the ostensible fatuity and 
confused ideas of Dostoevsky and his collaborators. The 
Notes themselves are parodied in the Fourth Swallow’s 
speech near the end of the playlet. 

Dostoevsky's vigorous rejoinder, “Mr. Shchedrin, or. 
Schism among the Nihilists,” took advantage of a tem¬ 
porary rift in the radical camp to repay Shchedrin and 
his collaborators in kind. After parodying the radicals' 
aesthetic and political ideas, Dostoevsky uses some of the 
ideas expressed in the Notes in new and effective forms to 
expose the bankruptcy of the radicals’ positions. 

R. e. M. 
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PART II, CHAPTER 8 

A HAMLETIG TRIAL 

. . . There were two windows in Vera’s room. A writing 
table stood between the windows. At one window, at the 
end of the table, Vera sat and knitted a woolen muffler 
for her father, diligently fulfilling Marya Alexeevna’s 
orders. At the other window, at the other end of the table, 
sat Lopukhov. He leaned one elbow on the table, and 
held a cigar in that hand, while die other hand was 
placed in his pocket. The distance between them was two 
yards, if not more, Vera primarily looked at her knitting, 
Lopukhov primarily looked at his cigar. A reassuring dis- 
posiuon. Marya Alexeevna heard the following: 

"Must one look at life that w^ay?” Marya Alexeevna 
started to hear at this point. 

"Yes, Vera Pavlovna, one must.” 

"Then what cold, practical people say, that only calcu- 
lated advantage rules man is true?" 

"It is. What are called higher feelings, ideal strivings, 
all that is completely insignificant in ordinary life in 
comparison to each person's striving for his own bene¬ 
fit, and fundamentally life is itself composed of that 
same striving for benefit." 

"And you, for example, are you like that?” 

"What else, Vera Pavlovna? I will tell you what the 
real mainspring of my whole life is- Up to now the 
essence of my life has consisted in the fact that I have 
studied, that I have prepared myself to be a doctor. Fine. 
Why did my father send me to school? He repeated over 
and over again to me: ‘Study, Mitya. After you have 
finished your studies you will become a functionary, 
you'll support your mother and me, and you yourself will 
be well oft.' That is why I studied. Without that calcu¬ 
lation my father would not have let me study. After all, 
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the family needed a worker. Why, even I, though I liked 
learning, would I have spent time on it if I had not 
thought that the time spent would be rewarded with 
interest? I was finishing my secondary school. I convinced 
my father to let me attend medical school instead of 
becoming a government functionary. How did that come 
about? My father and X both saw that doctors live much 
better than civil servants and department chiefs, and 
that was the limit of my expectations. There you have 
the reason why I came to be in the Academy and stayed 
there—a good piece of bread. Without that calculation 
I would not have entered the Academy and I would not 
have stayed there/" 

"But after all you liked to study in secondary school, 
and after all you later liked your medical studies? 9 ' 

'*Yes. That is the frosting. And it is useful to make the 
thing a success. But the thing ordinarily occurs without 
the frosting, while it does not take place without that 
calculation. Love for science was only a product stem¬ 
ming from study, not the reason for study. The reason 
was only one-advantage." 

"Let us assume that you are right, yes, you are right. 
Every deed that I perform can be explained by ad¬ 
vantage. But that is a cold theory," 

"A theory must in itself be cold. The mind has to 
Judge things coldly." 

"But it is merciless." 

“To fantasies, which are empty and harmful." 

“But it is prosaic." 

"Poetic forms do not suit science." 

“Then that theory, which I cannot fail to admit, dooms 
people to a cold, merciless, prosaic life?" 

"No, Vera Pavlovna, the theory is cold, but it teaches 
man to attain warmth, A match is cold; the match-box 
against which it is struck is cold; wood is cold; but we 
get from them fire, which makes warm food for man and 
provides him with heat. The theory is merciless, but 
according to it, people will not be pitiful subjects of 
idle compassion. A lancet must not bend, otherwise one 
would have to pity the patient, who would be none the 
better for our pity. That theory is prosaic, but it discloses 
the real motives of life, while poetry lies in the truth of 
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life. Why is Shakespeare the greatest poet? Because there 
is more of life’s truth in him than in other poets, less 
deception than in other poets.” 

“Then I will be merciless as well, Dmitri Sergeevich,” 
said Vera with a smile. “Don’t deceive yourself by the 
idea that you have a stubborn opponent to your theory 
of calculated advantage, and that you have gained a new 
adherent to it. For a long time I had myself thought 
along the same lines that I read in your book and heard 
from you. But I thought that these were my private 
thoughts, that intelligent and learned people thought 
differently, and that a conflict would arise therefrom. It 
would happen, sometimes, that everything one read was 
written from an opposing point of view, full of re¬ 
proaches and sarcasm against what you note in yourself 
and in others. Nature, life, reason lead in one direction, 
books draw one in another and say that is bad, low. Do 
you know, in part, the objections I made to you seem 
funny even to myself!” 

“Yes, they are funny, Vera Pavlovna.” 

“Only we are paying each other marvelous compli¬ 
ments,” she said, laughing. “I tell you "Don’t be too 
haughty, Dmitri Sergeevich/ You tell me "You are ri¬ 
diculous with your doubts, Vera Pavlovna V " 

""So what?” he said, also smiling, "'there is no reason 
for us to pay compliments, because we are not paying 
compliments.” 

“Very well, Dmitri Sergeevich. People are egoists, isn’t 
that right? You have just spoken about yourself, I too 
want to speak about myself.” 

“That is logical. Each person thinks about himself most 
of all.” 

“Very well. Let us see if I don’t catch you in questions 
about myself.” 

"'Let us see.” 

"‘I am engaged to a rich man. I don't like him. Should 
I accept his proposal?” 

""Calculate what is most useful for you.” 

“What is most useful for me! You know that I am quite 
poor. On one hand, a dislike for a person; on the other, 
domination over him, an enviable position in society, 
money, a host of admirers.” 
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“Weigh everything. Choose whatever is most useful for 
you/* 

'"And if 1 choose a husband's wealth and a host of 
admirers?" 

“I would say that you chose whatever seemed to you to 
conform most to your interests/ 1 

"And what would one have to say about me?” 

"If you proceeded coolly, after thinking it over in¬ 
telligently, then one would have to say that you acted 
deliberately, and that you will probably not regret it” 

"But will my choice deserve censure?” 

"The sort of people who say all sorts of nonsense may 
talk about it as they like* People who view life correctly 
will say that you acted as you should have* If you did 
things that way, it means that your personality was such 
that you could not have acted otherwise under the cir¬ 
cumstances* They will say that you acted as necessity 
dictated, that really you could not have made a different 
choice/ 1 

“And ray action will not be censured at all?” 

f( Who has the right to censure conclusions drawn from 
a fact/ if the fact exists? Your personality under the cir¬ 
cumstances is a fact* Your actions are necessary con* 
elusions from that fact, performed by the nature of 
things. You are not responsible for them and to censure 
them is stupid/' 

"You won’t abandon your theory. Then I won’t deserve 
your censure if I accept my fiance's proposal?” 

"I would be foolish if I were to censure you/' 

“Therefore, that means permission, perhaps even ap¬ 
proval, perhaps even the outright advice to do as I have 
said*” 

"There is only one advice: to calculate what is useful 
to you. Approval comes as soon as you act upon that 
advice/' 

“Thank you* Now ray personal affairs have been de^ 
cided. Let us return to the first question, the general 
one* We started with the view that man acts according 
to necessity, that his actions are determined by the forces 
under which they occur* Stronger forces prevail over 
others. That is where we left the proposition that when 
an action is a matter of life and death, those motives 
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are called advantageous, their struggle inside man is called 
the consideration of advantage, that man will therefore 
always act according to calculated advantage. Am i ex¬ 
pressing your chain of thought correctly?” 

“Yes.” 

“You see what a good pupil I am. Now that special 
question about actions that are a matter of life and death 
is settled. But difficulties remain about the general ques¬ 
tion. Your book says that man acts according to necessity. 
But there are cases, after all, when it seems that I decide 
arbitrarily whether I will act one way or another. For 
example, I am playing the piano and turning pages. 
Sometimes I turn them with my left hand, sometimes 
with my right. Let us suppose that notv I turned them 
with my right hand. Couldn't 1 have turned them with 
the left? Does not that depend on my arbitrary will?' 1, 

“No, Vera Pavlovna. If you turn pages without think¬ 
ing which hand you use, you will turn with whatever 
hand does so more conveniently. There is nothing arbi¬ 
trary about it. If you think Til turn it with my right 
hand/ you turn the page under the influence of that idea. 
But that idea did not occur arbitrarily in you either. It 
was the necessary outcome of other ideas. . . 


PART II, CHAPTER 12 

VERA'S FIRST DREAM 
And Vera dreams. 

She dreams that she was locked up in a damp, dark 
cellar. And suddenly the door opens and she finds herself 
in a field. She runs, she gambols and thinks: “How come 
I did not die in the cellar? That is because I had not 
seen the field. If I had seen it, I would have died in the 
cellar.” And again she runs and gambols. She dreams 
that she is paralysed, and she thinks: “How come I am 
paralysed? Old men and women are paralysed, but not 
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young women/ 1 “They are, they are/' someone's un¬ 
known voice says to her—“but now you will be cured, 
as soon as I touch your hand—you see, you are cured. 
Arise, then.” Who is that speaking? And how light she 
feels I The whole illness has passed, and Vera gets up, 
walks, runs, and is again in the field, and again gambols, 
and again thinks: “How could I endure paralysis? That 
is because 1 was bom with paralysis, I did not know how 
people walk and run. And if I had known, I could not 
have endured it/' and she runs and gambols. And there 
a young woman is walking in the field. How strangel Her 
face and her walk, everything is changing in her, every¬ 
thing is constantly changing. Now she is an English¬ 
woman, a Frenchwoman, now she has become a German, 
a Pole. Now she has become a Russian, too, then again 
an Englishwoman, again a German, again a Russian. 
How come she constantly has the same face? After all, an 
Englishwoman does not resemble a Frenchwoman, a 
German a Russian, while her face constantly changes and 
yet remains the same. How strange she is! How gende! 
How wrathful! Now sad, now gay—constantly changing. 
Yet always good. How come she is still good even when 
she is angry? But what a beauty she is! No matter how 
her face changes, with every change she becomes more 
and more beautiful. She comes up to Vera. “Who are 
you?” “Formerly he called me Vera Pavlovna, but now 
he calls me ‘my dear/ ” "Ah, then you are that Vera 
Pavlovna who fell in love with me?” “Yes, I love you very 
much. But who are you?” “I am your fiances bride.” 
"What fianc£?” “I do not know. I do not know my 
fiances. They know r me, but I cannot know them: I have 
many of them. Choose one of them as a fianc^ for your- 
self, only choose from among them, from among my 
fiances.” "I choose . , /* "I do not need the name, I do 
not know their names. But do you choose only from 
among diem, only from among my fiances. I want my 
sisters and my fiances to choose only each other. Were 
you locked up in the cellar? Were you paralysed?” “Yes, 
I was.” “Now you have gotten rid of it?” “Yes, I have.” 
“It was I who released you, who cured you. Remember 
then, that there are many who have not been released, 
who have not been cured. Release them, cure them. Will 
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you?” "I shall. Only tell me, what are you called? I do 
so want to know." "I have many names. I have various 
names. Whatever name one needs to call me, that is the 
name I give him. You may call me 'love for people.' And 
that is really my true name. Not many call me that, but 
you may call me so." And Vera walks through the town. 
There is a cellar, in the cellar young women are locked 
up. Vera touches the lock—it falls down. "Come!” They 
come out. There is a room, in the room lie young women, 
paralysed. "Arise!” They arise, walk and they are all 
again in the field, running, gamboling—ah, how gay! 
Together with them it is much gayer than just being 
alone! Ah, how gayl 


PART II, CHAPTER 24 

EULOGY OF MARYA ALEXEEVNA 

You are about to stop being an important character in 
Vera's life, Marya Alexeevna, and in parting from you 
the author of this tale begs you not to complain that 
you are leaving the stage after a denouement somewhat 
disadvantageous to you. Do not think that you will 
thereby lose respect. You have been duped, Marya Alex¬ 
eevna, but that in no way affects the opinion we have 
of your intelligence. Your mistake does not testify against 
you. You met people unlike those you used to come in 
contact with, and you cannot be blamed for being de¬ 
ceived in them, if you judged by your previous experi¬ 
ence. Your entire life previously led you to the conclusion 
that people can be divided into two classes, into fools 
and rogues. "Anyone who is not a fool is a rogue, un¬ 
questionably a rogue, you thought. And only a fool can 
fail to be a swindler.” That view was very true, Marya 
Alexeevna, until recently it was completely true, Marya 
Alexeevna. You met people, Marya Alexeevna, who 
spoke very well and you saw that all these people, with- 
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out exception, were either sly, taking people in with 
fine-sounding words, or grown up stupid children who do 
not understand life and do not know how to go about 
anything. Therefore you did not believe fine words, 
Marya Alexeevna, thought them stupid or a deception, 
and you were right, Marya Alexeevna. Your view of 
people had already been completely formed when you 
came across the first woman who was neither stupid nor a 
rogue. It was forgivable for you to be confused, to stop in 
hesitation, not to know what to think of her, how to deal 
with her. Your view of people had already been com' 
pietely formed when you came across the first noble man 
who was not simple-minded, a pitiful diild, who under* 
stood life as w T ell as you did, who judged it as truly as 
you, who was capable of doing something just as thor¬ 
oughly as you. It was forgivable for you to make a mis¬ 
take and take him for an old fox like yourself. These 
mistakes, Marya Alexeevna, do not diminish my respect 
for you as an intelligent and sensible woman. You drew 
your husband out of poverty, made your old age secure, 
these are good things, and they were difficult things for 
you. Your means were bad, but your environment did not 
give you other means. Your means belong to your en¬ 
vironment, not to you personally, their dishonor does 
not fall upon you, but you gain honor for your intelli¬ 
gence and strength of character. 

Are you satisfied, Marya .Alexeevna, with the ack¬ 
nowledgment of these virtues of yours? Of course you 
would have been satisfied even with this, because you 
would never have thought of claiming that you were 
kind or good. In a moment of involuntary candor you 
a dmi tted yourself that you were a spiteful and dishonor¬ 
able person, and you did not consider your spitefulness 
and dishonor dishonorable to yourself, for you proved 
that you could not be otherwise considering the circum¬ 
stances of your life. Therefore you would probably not 
be very interested, that praise for your virtues was not 
added to the praise of your intelligence and strength 
of character. You do not even consider yourself as pos¬ 
sessing them, and do not consider it a merit, but rather 
an attribute of stupidity to have them. Therefore you 
would probably not start to demand other praise' in 
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addition to the former one. But I can say one more thing 
in your honor. Of all the people I do not like and with 
whom I would not want to have to deal, I would just 
the same rather deal with you than with others. Of 
course, you are merciless where that is necessary for your 
own advantage. But if it is not to your advantage to 
harm someone, you would not do so out of trivial 
emotions. You do not consider it worth wasting time, 
work and money without utility. Of course you would be 
glad to roast your daughter and her husband on a spit, 
but you would restrain your vengeful inclinations in 
order to judge the affair coldly, and you would under¬ 
stand that you would not succeed in harming them. 
And after all, that is a great merit, Marya Alexeevna, 
to be able to understand what is impossible to do. 
Once you have understood it, you would not start 
a trial that would not ruin the people who irritate 
you. You would calculate that those minor irritations 
caused them by troubling about the trial, would sub¬ 
ject you to much greater troubles and loss, and there¬ 
fore you would not start the trial. If you cannot defeat 
an enemy, if the insignificant loss you impose on him 
causes you much greater loss, it is not worthwhile to 
start the battle. Once you understand that, you have the 
good sense and courage to submit to necessity without 
harming yourself and others in vain, and that, too, is a 
great merit, Marya Alexeevna. Yes, Marya Alexeevna, one 
can still deal with you, because you do not believe in evil 
for evil at a loss to yourself—that is a very rare, very great 
merit, Marya Alexeevna! Millions of people, Marya 
Alexeevna, are more harmful than you to themselves 
and others, though they do not look as terrible as you. 
Among those who are not good, you are better than 
others because you are not reckless and obtuse. I would 
be glad to wipe you off the face of the earth, but I respect 
you. You do not spoil anything. Now you are occupied 
with evil things because your environment demands it, 
but if you had a different environment, you too would 
<dadly become harmless, even useful, because you do not 
want to do evil without financial gain, and if it were 
advantageous, you could do what you liked, perhaps, 
therefore, even act honorably and nobly if it were neces- 
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sary. You are capable of it, Marya Alexeevna, it is not 
your fault that chat quality is inactive in you, that other, 
opposite qualities are active in place of it. But you have 
it, and one cannot say that about everyone. Worthless 
people are incapable of things. You are only a bad person, 
not a worthless person. You are also higher than others 
on a moral scale. 

"Are you satisfied, Marya Alexeevna?" 

"What should I be satisfied with, my dear fellow? Am I 
badly off?” 

“That's fine, Marya Alexeevna.” 


PART III, CHAPTER 8 

. . . What kind of man was Lopukhov? This is the kind 
of man he was. He was walking along the Kamennoostrov 
Avenue in a ragged uniform (on the way back from a 
lesson for a pittance, two miles away from the school). 
Toward him comes a dignitary, taking a constitutional, 
and as a dignitary he comes straight toward him, with¬ 
out moving aside. At that time Lopukhov practiced the 
following rule: "Except in the case of women, I will not 
move aside first for anyone.” They banged into each 
other’s shoulder. The individual, making a half turn, 
said, "What a pig you are, you beast,” and was ready 
to continue the edifying discourse, but Lopukhov turned 
fully toward the individual, picked the individual up 
bodily and deposited him, very carefully, in the gutter. 
He stood over him and said, “If you make a move. I’ll 
push you in farther, where the mud is deeper.” Two 
peasants passed by, looked, and praised him. A functionary 
passed by, looked, did not praise, but smiled broadly. 
Carriages passed but no one looked out of them. One 
could not see Mm lying in the gutter. Lopukhov stood 
for a while, again picked up the individual, not bodily, 
but by the hand, raised him, drew him up to the side¬ 
walk, and said: “Alas, dear sir, what have you done? I 

156 


hope you did not hurt yourself? Will you permit me to 
wipe you off?" A peasant passed and helped to wipe him 
off, two townspeople passed and helped to wipe him oh, 
they all wiped the individual and went away. 


PART IV, CHAPTER l6 

VERA PAVLOVNA'S FOURTH DREAM 

Vera Pavlovna dreams that from the distance a familiar 
voice —oh, how familiar nowl—reaches her ears, coming 
ever nearer: 

Wie herrlich leuchtet 
Mir die Naturl 
Wie glanzt die Sonne 1 
Wie lacht die Flutl 1 

And Vera sees that it is so, it is all like that: a field 
glimmers with a golden tint. The field is covered with 
flowers, hundreds, thousands of flowers display them¬ 
selves on bushes that surround the field, a flourishing 
forest that rises behind the bushes rustles, and it too 
displays variegated flowers. A scent carries from the field, 
from the meadow, the bushes, from the flowers that fill 
the forest. Birds flutter among the branches and thou* 
sands of voices are wafted from the branches together 
with the scent. And beyond the field, beyond the meadow, 
bushes and forest, one again sees similar fields, glimmer¬ 
ing with gold, meadows covered with floivers, and bushes 
in flower as far as the distant mountains covered with 
forests and illuminated by the sun. Above their peaks, 
here and there radiant, silver, golden, purple transparent 
clouds lightly tint the clear azure along the horizon. The 
sun rises, nature rejoices and is gladdened, showers light 
and warmth, scent and song, love and bliss into the heart, 
from the heart pours a song of joy and bliss, love and 

1 Goethe’s Das Mailied. 
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ShT."?£.'? h b ! lss ' 0h >»™l Oh love, golden, 
splendid as the morning douds above those mountain 


O Erd! O Sonnel 
O gliick! O Lust! 

O Lieb, O Liebe, 
So goldenschon, 
Wie Morgenwolken 
Auf jenen Hoh'nl 


fnp N R,7 f y °i U know , me? Do > ou know that I am beauri- 
■ ut you do not know, none of you knows me in all 

Sid 5X7’ Look ' wha£ was ' what what sha11 be - Usten * 


Wohl perlet im Glase der purpurne Wein, 
Wool glanzen due Augen der Gaste. 2 


fo 2 th i! 19 ' ° c n die ed 8 e of the forest, among the 
■xei 1 go toe ■■ ’ ^ ^ a »nses. 

sd2i« ffrf.lS T le - re ‘ 4 sum Ptuous feast. Wine 
sparkles m the glasses. It is noisy, and beneath the noise 

ere are whispers, laughter and hands pressed in secret* 
and at times a stealthy, silent kiss. “A song, a song! With- 

anH a h*° n ? th V 0y 15 i . ncom P*ete!” A poet rises. His brow 
fii? , lls tJlou ght are illuminated by inspiration, Nature 
telL her secrets to him, she discloses her idea of historv 

of SHfi, years of life sweep iwo his son§ in a ser « s 


T xt P ° e i’ s words rin S out . and a tableau arises. 

Sheep horses and camels graze around 

£Lh ™ Vr S L° f ° IV f and figs Iies in the distance. 
Nluch, much farther, at the edge of the horizon to the 

northwest, a double chain of high mountains. The moun¬ 
tain tops are covered with snow, the slopes are covered 
with ceaars. But these shepherds are shapelier than cedars 
then- wives shapelier than palms. Their life of indolem 
bliss is without care. They have but one object-k, "e 
5 Schiller's Die Pier Weltalter. 
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All their days one after the other pass in caresses and 

10 "No ” S says the radiant beauty. ‘‘That was not sung of 
me. I did not exist then. That woman was a slave I 
cannot be found where equality does not exist, iftey 
called the queen Astarte. There she is." , . 

A sumptuous woman. Heavy golden bracelets hang on 
her arms and legs. A heavy necklace of P earl s andcoral 
mounted in gold is worn around her neck. Her hair is 
anointed with myrrh. Her face expresses sensuality and 
servility, her eyes, sensuality and vacuity. 

“Obey your master. Sweeten his leisure during the 
pause between campaigns. You must love him because he 
has bought you and if you will not love him, he will kill 
you,” she says to the woman who lies before her in the 
dust. 

“You see, it is not I,” says the beauty. 

II 

Again the inspired words of the poet sound. A new tab¬ 
leau appears: . r . 

A city. Far to the north and east are mountains; far to 
the east and south, near on the west, a sea. A marvellous 
town. The houses in it are not large, and from the out¬ 
side not elegant. But how many marvellous temples in 
itl Particularly on the hill at the top of stairs that issue 
from <mtes of remarkable size and beauty. The whole hill 
is covered with temples and public buildings, each one 
of which would suffice today to magnify the beauty and 
fame of the most magnificent capital. Thousands of 
statues stand in the temples and throughout the city, 
any one of which would suffice to make the museum that 
possessed it the foremost museum in the world. And how 
splendid the people who crowd the squares and streets 
are: each of those youths, each of those girls and young 
women could serve as models for the statues. An active, 
lively, gay people, a people whose whole life is bright 
and elegant. Those houses that do not appear elegant 
from the outside—what a store of elegance and great 
capacity for enjoyment they display tnsidel One could 
admire each article of furniture, each dish. And all those 
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people, so fine, so able to understand beauty, live for love 
iy e to i seri, ’ e beauty. Now an exile returns to the city 
that had overthrown his power. He returns to take power 
—everyone knows it. Why is not a single hand raised 
against him? In the carriage, a woman of loveliness re- 
markable even among these beauties rides with him and 

“***»!“» ? the .P eo P le ', be gS in g the people to accept 
him, telling them that she is his patroness. And bowing 
to her beauty, the people confer upon her lover, Pisistra- 
tus, power over them. Now there is a trial. The judges 
are grim old men. The people may be carried awav, but 
not they. The Areopagus is famous for its merciless strict¬ 
ness, its inexorable impartiality. Gods and goddesses have 
granted it jurisdiction over their affairs. And now a 
woman whom all consider guilty of fearful crimes is to 
appear before it, a woman who must die, the destroyer 
ot Athens. Each judge has already condemned her in his 
bf art *„Tbe accused Aspasia appears before them, and 
they all fall to the ground before her saying “You cannot 
be condemned, you are too beautiful.” Is not that the 
beauty? Is not that the kingdom of love? 

No, says the radiant beauty, "I did not exist then. 

I ney worshiped woman, but did not recognize her as 
their equal. They worshiped her, but only as a source 
of pleasure. They did not yet recognize her human dig¬ 
nity. I do not exist where there is no respect for woman 
as a human being. They called that queen Aphrodite 
There she is. r 


There are no adornments on that queen. She is so beau¬ 
tiful, her worshipers did not want her to be clothed 
did not want her marvellous contours to be hidden from 
their enraptured eyes. 

What does she say to the woman, almost as beautiful as 
herself, who throws incense upon her altar? 

"Be a source of pleasure to man. He is your master 
you live for him, not for yourself." 

And her eyes express only the bliss of physical pleasure 
Her bearing is proud, and pride shines in her face, but 
only pride in her physical beauty. And to what sort of a 
life was woman consigned during her reign? Man shut her 
up in a harem so that no one but he, her master, could 
revel in the beauty that belonged to him. She lacked 
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freedom. They had other women, who called themselves 
free, for they sold their beauty for pleasure, they sold 
their freedom. No, they did not have freedom. -1 hat 
queen was a half a slave. “Where there is no freedom, 
happiness does not exist, I do not exist. 

Ill 


Wain the poet's words sound. A new tableau appears: 

An arena before a castle. Around it an amphitheatre 
with a brilliant crowd of spectators. Knights are in the 
arena. Above it, on the balcony of the castle, sits a young 
lady. She holds a scarf in her hand. The winner will 
receive the scarf and permission to kiss her hand, T. he 
knights fight to the death. Torrenburg wins. Knight, 1 
love you as a sister would. Demand no other love. My 
heart does not throb at your approach, it does not throb 
when vou recede.” “My fate is settled,” he says, and jour¬ 
neys to Palestine. The fame of his deeds spreads thioug 
out the Christian world. But he cannot live without 
seeing the queen of his heart. He returns, he has not 
found forgetfulness in battle. “Do not knock, knight. She 
is in a nunnery.” He builds himself a hut, from whose 
windows, unseen by her, he can see her when she opens 
the window of her cell in the morning. And his whole 
life consists in waiting, until, beautiful as the sun, she 
appeal's at the window. He has no other life than to 
see the queen o l his heart, and he had no other life, until 
life ran out in him. And when his life dimmed, he sat by 
the window of his hut and thought only of one thing: 

Shall I see her again? . 

“That was not sung of me at all, not at all, says the 
radiant beauty. “He loved her so long as he did not touch 
her. When she became his wife, she became his subject. 
She had to tremble before him. He locked her up, he 
ceased to love her. He hunted, he left for war, he caroused 
with his companions, he violated his vassals while his 
wife was discarded, locked up, despised. At that time man 
ceased to love a woman he had touched. No, I did not 
exist then. They called that queen ‘Chastity. There she 

-A modest, gentle, delicate, beautiful woman, more 
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beautiful than Astarte, more beautiful than Aphrodite 
neiseit, but pensive, sad, sorrowful. Before her, knees 
are bent, garlands of white roses are brought her. She 
speaks: 1 My soul is sad unto deadly sorrow. A sword 
has pierced my heart. Do you sorrow as well. You are 
unhappy. The earth is a vale of tears." 

“No, no, I did not exist then," says the radiant beauty. 

IV 

"No, those queens did not resemble me. They all still 
continue to rule, though their reign is declining. The 
birth of each begins the decline of the previous one's 
reign. And I was only born when the reign of the last 
of them began to decline. And since my birth their reign 
has started to decline quite quickly and will cease com¬ 
pletely. Among them the successor coukl never replace 
her predecessor and so the latter stayed with her. I shall 
replace them all, they will disappear, and I shall remain 
alone to rule over the whole world. But they had to rule 
before me. My reign could not begin without theirs. 

People used to be like animals. They stopped bein'* 
amma*s when man started to prize beauty in woman* But 
woman is weaker than man, and man was coarse At 
that time everything was decided by force* A man would 
master the woman whose beauty he came to prize. She 
ecame his possession, his thing* That was Astarte *s 
reign* 

As he developed man started to prize her beauty more 
than hitherto, began to admire her. But her conscious¬ 
ness had not yet developed. He only prized beauty in her 
She could then only think what he told her to* He said 
that only he was a human being* She was not a human 
being, she still saw in herself only a pretty treasure that 
belonged to him* She did not consider herself a human 
being. That was Aphrodite's reign, 

Bu t now the consciousness that slie too was a human 
being began to awake in her. What sorrow must have 
gripped her at the manifestation of the slightest thought 
of her human dignity* After all, she was not yet recognized 
as a human being* Man still did not want her as a com¬ 
panion m any other form than that of a slave* And she 
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said ‘I do not want to be your companion!' Then his 
passion for her made him beg and submit, and he forgot 
that he did not consider her a human being, and he 
loved her, the unattainable, inviolable, chaste maiden. 
But as soon as she acceded to his supplications, as soon 
as touched her—woe to herl She was in his hands, and 
these hands were stronger than hers. He was coarse and 
he turned her into his slave and despised her. Woe to 
herl That was the maiden’s sorrowful reign. 

“But centuries passed. My sister—do you know her?-— 
she who started to appear to you before I did, she did 
her work.. She had always existed, she existed before 
evervone, she already existed when people were created, 
and she always worked indefatigably. Her work was hard, 
success slow, but she worked and worked, and success 
grew. Man became more intelligent, woman more and 
more firmly recognized herself as a human being equal to 
him And then came the time when I was born. 

“That was recently, oh, that was very recently. Do you 
know who first felt that I had been born and said it to 
others? Rousseau said it in his La Nouvelle Helo'ise. In 
it, through it, people heard about me for the first time. 

“And from that time my reign spreads. As yet I still 
rule over a small number. But it spreads quickly, and 
you can already foresee the time when I shall rule over 
the whole world. Only then will people feel completely 
how beautiful I am. Now those who admit my power 
cannot yet obey all my will. They are surrounded by a 
crowd hostile to my force. The masses would torment 
them, would poison their lives, if they had known and 
fulfilled my will completely. I need happiness, I don't 
want any kind of suffering, and I tell them: ‘Do nothing 
that will make them torment you. Know my will now 
only to the extent that you can know it without harm to 
yourselves.' ” 

"But can I know all of you?’’ 

“Yes, you can. Your situation is very happy. You have 
nothing to fear. You can do anything you like. And if 
you know my will completely, my will desires nothing 
that will harm you. You do not have to desire, you will 
desire nothing for which those who do not know me 
might torment you. You are even now satisfied with what 


you have. You do not think, nor will you think of any- 

thmg or anyone else. I can disclose myself to you com- 
pletely/ ' 

“Tell me your name yourself, you told me the names 
ol the preceding queens, but you have not yet once 
named yourself/* 

You want me to tell you my name? Look at me, listen 
to me. 

V 

Look at me, listen to me. Do you recognize my voice? 
Do you recognize my face? Have you seen my face?" 

had not yet seen her face, had not seen it at 
all. \Yhy did it seem to her that she saw it? She has talked 
with her for a year, has kissed her, has seen her so fre¬ 
quently, that radiant beauty, the beauty does not hide 
tor her, she does not hide from it, but rather continually 
appears before her. 1 

"No, I have not seen you, I have not seen your face. 
You appeared before me, I saw you, but you were sur¬ 
rounded by a radiance. I could not see you, I could only 
see that you were the most beautiful of all. I hear your 
yotce, but I only hear that it is the most beautiful voice 
ot all* 

“Look. For you, for this minute, I shall dim the radi¬ 
ance of my aureole and my voice will sound to you for 
this minute without the fascination I always give it. For 
a minute i shall stop being a queen for you. Did you see 
did you hear? Did you recognize me? Enough, I am again 
3 an d henceforth shall always remain a queen " 

She is again surrounded with all the glitter of her 
radiance and again her voice is inexpressibly ravishing 
But m that minute, when she ceased being a queen in 
order to let herself be recognized, was it reallv so? Did 
Vera Pavlovna really see that face, really hear that voice? 

Yes, says the queen. "You wanted to know who I was 
and you found out. You wanted to know my name. I 
have no name apart horn her in whose guise I appear. 
My name is her name. You have seen who I was. There 
is nothing higher than man, there is nothing higher than 
woman I am she in whose guise I appear, who loves, 
who is loved.” 
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Yes, Vera Pavlovna saw* It was she herself, it was she 
herself, but a goddess* The goddess’s face was her own 
face, was her real face, whose features are so far from 
perfection. Every day she sees many faces more beautiful 
than hers. It was her face illuminated by the radiance of 
love, more beautiful than any ideal bequeathed to us 
by the sculptors of antiquity and the great painters of 
painting’s great era, yes, she herself, but illuminated by 
the radiance of love. In Petersburg, where there is so 
little beauty, there are hundreds of faces more beautiful 
than hers* But she, she is more beautiful than the Venus 
de Milo, more beautiful than all the beauties known 
hitherto. 

“In a mirror you see yourself such as you are by your¬ 
self without me. In me you see yourself as you are seen 
by one who loves you. For him I merge into you. For 
him there is nothing more beautiful than you. For him 
all ideals dim before you. Is it not so?" 

It is so, oh, it is sol 


VI 

"Now you know who I am. Learn, too, what I am. 

4 ‘In me is the sensuous delight that was in Astarte. She 
is the ancestress of all us other queens that replaced her. 
In me is the rapture in the contemplation of beauty that 
was in Aphrodite. In me is the reverence before purity 
that was in 'Chastity/ 

"Bui in me all that is not as it was in them but fuller, 
higher, more forceful. What 'Chastity* possessed is united 
in me with that possessed by Astarte and that possessed 
by Aphrodite. And uniting in me with other forces, each 
of these forces becomes more powerful and better through 
this union. But more, much more power and splendor 
are eiven to each of these forces in me by that new ele¬ 
ment which is in me, which did not exist in a single one 
of the preceding queens. That new element in me, by 
which I am distinguished from them, is the equality of 
rights in lovers, and equal relationship between them 
as people, and from this single new element everything 
in me is much, oh much more beautiful, than it was in 
them. 
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"When man recognizes woman’s equality of rights, he 
renounces the view of her as his property. Then she loves 
him, as he loves her, only because she wants to love, and 
if she does not want to, he has no rights over her or she 
ov cr him. Hence Freedom exists in me. 

"From equality of rights and freedom, even those ele¬ 
ments in me that existed in the preceding queens acquire 
a new meaning, a greater splendor, a splendor unknown 
before me, and one that makes everything that existed 
before me seem insignificant. 

“Before me sensual delight was not fully known, be¬ 
cause without the free inclination of both lovers, neither 
of them experiences radiant rapture. Before me com¬ 
plete rapture in the contemplation of beauty was un¬ 
known, because radiant rapture in its contemplation can¬ 
not exist, unless beauty discloses itself willingly. Without 
free inclination, both enjoyment and admiration pale in 
comparison with their existence in me. 

"My chastity is purer than the •Chastity* that is con¬ 
sidered only physical purity. 1 am pure in heart. I am 
free, for I lack deceit‘and pretense. I do not say what 
I do not feel, I do not kiss without sympathetic feeling 

"But that new element in me, which gives a greater 
splendor to that which existed in the preceding queens, 
it alone creates a splendor in me that is higher than every¬ 
thing. A master feels constrained in the presence of a 
servant, a servant is constrained before his master. Man is 
completely Tree only with his equal. With a lower being, 
one is bored. Full gaiety can only exist when one is with 
an equal. For this reason even man did not know the 
full joy of love before me. What he felt before me was 
not worth calling joy. It was but a momentary intoxica¬ 
tion. And woman, how pitiful she was before me! She 
was then a dependent, slavish creature, she lived in fear, 
before me she knew too little the meaning of love. Where 
there is fear, love does not exist. 

“Therefore, if you wish to express what I am in one 
word, that word is equality. Without it physical delights, 
ecstasy in beauty are dull, gloomy, foul. Without it there 
is no purity of heart, there is only the deception of physi¬ 
cal purity. From it, from equality, also stems freedom 
m me, without which I cannot exist. 
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“I have told you everything that you may tell others, 
evervthing that I am now. But at present my kingdom is 
as yet small, I must still protect mine from the calumnies 
of those who do not know me, I may still not divulge 
my complete will to everyone. I shall tell it to everyone 
when my kingdom will extend over all men, when every¬ 
one will be beautiful in body and pure in heart, then 
will I disclose all my beauty to them. But you, your fate 
is particularly auspicious. I will not trouble you, I will 
not harm you bv telling you what I shall be when every¬ 
one will be worthy to acknowledge me their queen, not 
merelv a few, as now. To you alone I shall divulge the 
secrets of my future. Swear that you will say nothing, 
and listen.” 


VII 





VIII 

“Oh, my love, now I know your entire will. I know what 
it will be. But how will it be? How will people live then. 

"I cannot tell you that alone. For that 1 need my older 
sister's aid, she, who appeared to you long ago. She is 
my sovereign and my servant. 1 can only be what she 
makes of me, but she works for me. Sister, come to my 

aid ” 

The sister of her sisters, the bride of her bridegrooms 

^“Greetings, sister," she says to the queen. ^ Are you 
here too?” she says to Vera Pavlovna. “You wish to see 
how people wiU live when my pupil, the queen, will reign 

over everyone? Look." , 

A building, an enormous, enormous building, such 
as are now in but a few capitals, and those the very 
largest—or no, there is not a single one like that now! 
It stands in the midst of fields and meadows, gardens 
and woods. The fields grow our grains, only not as they 

1 Clearly an ineffable vision! (R. E. M.) 
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were with us, but very thick, very abundant. Is that 
really wheat? Who has ever seen such ears of wheat? Who 
has ever seen such grains? Only in a hothouse would it 
e possible to grow such ears with such grain now. The 
fields are our fields. But such flowers now exist only in 
s^rIf r f nS ' Gardens, lemons and oranges, peaches and 
apricots—how can they grow in the fresh air? Oh, but 
those are columns around them, they are open for the 
summer. Yes, that is a hothouse open for the summer 
The groves are our groves, oak and linden, maple and 
elm. Yes, the .groves are the same as our present ones. 
They are very carefully maintained, there is not a single 

tr f am ° Dg them ‘ The S^ oves are same, but 
only they have remained as they are now. And that 
building, what kind of architecture is that? We have 
none like that now. Yes, it is already hinted at in the 

55* tba ‘ Saidenham Hill. Glass and steel, 

steei and glass, and that is all. No, that is not all, that is 
only the shell of the building, that is its exterior walls, 
ut there, inside, there is a real house, an enormous 
C r? red b >' th } s C1 7 stal and steel building as 

floor wl*; IS Tr Un ? ed hy broad S alj «-ies on every 
whft’cSf .^ ac ^ ul arch itecture in that inner house! 
what small pillars between windows. And the windows are 
huge, tall, the whole height of the wall! Its stone walls 
j°°k h ae a row of pilasters making a frame for the win- 
dows that look out upon the balconies. But what kind 
of floors and ceilings are these? What are these doors 
and window frames made of? What is that? Silver? 
Platinum? And even the furniture is constructed almost 
entirely of that same material. Wooden furniture is 
merely a whim here, it is here only for variety. But what 
“ .£* e ^ the f urn iture made of, and the floors and 
ceilingsr Try to move this armchair," says the older 
queen. That metallic furniture is lighter than our walnut 
furniture. But what kind of metal is that? Ah, now I 
remember, Sasha showed me a plank of it. It was as light 
as glass and earrings and brooches made from it already 
exist \ es, Sasha said that sooner or later aluminum 

Y?° d ’- and P erha P s even stone. But how 
rich all this is! Aluminum everywhere, and all the spaces 
between windows are hung with mirrors. And wha^rugs 
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on the floor! There in that hall half the floor is un¬ 
covered; one can see it is made of aluminum. You see, 
there it has a dull finish, so that it won’t be too slippery. 
Children play there, and grownups also In that hall the 
floor is also uncovered, for dancing." And there are tropi¬ 
cal trees and flowers everywhere. The whole house is a 

huge winter garden. ... , 

But who lives in this house that is more splendid than 
a palace? "Many people live there, very many Come, we 
will take a look at them.” They go out on the balcony 
that leads off the gallery on the top floor How couid 
Vera Pavlovna have failed to notice before? Groups of 
people are scattered throughout those fields. Everywhere 
there are men and women, old people, young people and 
children, all together. But mostly young people; there 
are few old men, even fewer old women, there are more 
children than old people, but nonetheless not very many. 
More than half the children stayed home to occupy them¬ 
selves with the housework. They do almost all the house¬ 
work. They like very much to do it. A few old women 
are with them. There are so few old men and women 
because they become old very late here. Life ^ healthy 
and quiet here. It preserves freshness. Almost all the 
groups working in the fields are singing. But what kind 
S work are they doing? Ah, they are gatheringrjhe wheaE 
How quickly their work goes! And why should it not O o 
quicklv, why should they not sing? Machines do almost 
everything for them, they reap, and bind sheaves, and 
carry them away. Almost all that people have to do is 
walk, or ride, and drive the machines, And how com¬ 
fortable they have made themselves. The day is very hot, 
but to them, of course, it does not matter. A large canopy 
is spread over that part of the field where they are work¬ 
ing As the work moves on, so does it how cool 
they have made themselves! Why shouldn't they work 
quickly and joyfully, why shouldn't they sing. I too 
would start reaping under those conditions! And songs, 
one song after another, unknown songs, new ones. Now 
they have remembered one of ours, too. I know the song. 

You and I will live in riches, 

These people are our friends, 
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Whatever your heart may desire 
With them I can all acquire. 1 

B u £ . 3 ??? r Lhe work is finished. They are all going to 
the budding. “Let us go into the hall again to see how 
they dine, says the older sister. They go into the largest 
° f , b e hu §f haHs - I* « half-filled with tables, and Ihe 
tables are already set. “How many of them there arel How 
many diners will there be?" "A thousand or more. Not 
everyone is here. Whoever likes may dine privately, in 
whn q HM te ^V Those old women and men, those children 
_ r .° 8? ir } co the fieJck prepared all tliat. "To 

prepare food, do the housework, clean up the rooms— 

S^r W °?- 1S t ?° £ easy for other hands /‘ says the older 
f 1 15 on, y I° r those who cannot yet do, or can no 

ill any 0t ^ er work ‘” WhaE splendid tableware— 

all aluminum and crystal. Flowers are set in the center 
°f the broad tables, the food is already on the table the 

wortpf enC f r and everybody sits down at table, both the 
workers and those who prepared dinner. "But who will 
S™*' foodd’ “When, during the meal? Why? After 
all, theie are only five or six courses. Those that have to 
be served hot are put in places where they will not cool 
off. Do you see, in the hollow places-those arestSm 
trays, says the older sister. “You live well, vou like to 

riel?” £n7? 1 fre , qi ? emiy dine that wel1 ?” “A few times 
a year. That is their regular fare. Whoever likes mav 

have better Food, whatever he wants. But then there il 
rnrrf? dltl f° na cha , rge ' But whoever is satisfied with the 

™ ^ need not pay at aIL And everything is done 

that way. Whatever everyone can afford is gotten free. For 
every special thing or whim, there is a charge." 

Is that really us? Is that really our country? I heard 
a song of ours, they speak Russian.” “Yes, you see that 
nyer nearby? That i, the Oka. Those peopli Ire »J A fteJ 

Aat>”'"Th b0 Russians!” "And you accomplished all 
that. That was all done for me, but I inspired it I 

do?, 1 h d ( h S C °7 pietlon / but iE is sh e> my older sister who 
does it, she is the workman, and I only enjoy it" “And 

wi 1 everyone live that way?” “Everyone, says the older- 
sister, foi ever)one there will be eternal spring and sum- 
1 Kol’tsov's Flight . 
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mer, eternal happiness. But we have only shown you the 
end of my part of the day, of worktune, and the be¬ 
ginning of hers. We shall look at them again on an 
evening two months hence.” 


IX 

The flowers have started to fade. The leaves are begin¬ 
ning to fall off the trees. The scene is becoming cheerless. 
“You see, it would be boring to look at this, it would be 
boring to live here," says the younger sister. "I don’t 
like to live that way. 11 “The halls are empty, theie is no 
one in the fields or gardens either/' says the older sister. 
«I have arranged all that according to the will of my 
sister, the queen/' f Ts the palace then really empty?" 
"Yes, after all* it is cold and damp here, why should 
people remain. Out of two thousand people only ten or 
twenty eccentrics have remained here now, to whom it 
seemed a pleasant change to stay here for once, in a re¬ 
mote corner, in isolation, to look at a northern autumn. 
In a short time, when winter comes, there will constantly 
be new people here. Little groups of people who like 
winter excursions will arrive to pass several days of 
winter here." 

“But where are they now?” “Oh, everywhere that it 
is warm and pleasant,” says the older sister. “When it is 
pleasant here and there is a great deal of work, a multi¬ 
tude of guests of all sorts comes here for the summer 
from the south. We were in a house populated en- 
tirely by a group from your country. But there are many 
buildings built for guests, and in still others, guests from 
foreign lands and their hosts live together. Everyone 
may choose whatever group he wishes. But you who m 
the summer receive many guests, helpers in your work, 
you yourself leave for the south during the six or seven 
bad months of the year. But there is a special region in 
the south of your land where the greater part of your 
people go. And that part is called 'The New Russia.’ ” "Is 
that where Odessa and Kherson are?’’ “That was in your 
time, but now, look, that is where New Russia is." 

Mountains, covered with gardens. Narrow valleys and 
broad precipices lie between the mountains. "Those 
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w f e fonn erly bare cliffs," says the older 
sister. Now they are covered with a thick layer of earth, 
and forests of the tallest trees grow on them among 
gardens. At their bottom, in the damp hollows, there are 
coffee plantations. Somewhat higher there are dates, palms 
nd figs. Vineyards are interspersed among sugar cane 
plantations. There is some wheat in the fields but mostly 
nee. What country is that?" "Let us rise up higher for 
a minute. You will see its borders " In the distant north- 
east there are two rivers, which flow together due east 
from Vera Pavlovna's observation point. Farther to the 
south, still in the same southeastern direction, there is 
a long and broad bay. The land extends far to the south, 
continual y broadening to the south between that bay 
«nd the long, thin bay that forms its eastern border, 
i here is a thin isthmus between the thin eastern bay 
and the sea that lies far to the northeast. "But we are 
in the center of the desert," says the astounded Vera 
Pavlovna. Yes, in the center of the former desert. But 
now, as you can see, that whole expanse from the north 
from that large river to the northeast, has already been 
turned into a fertile land, into such a land as tha't strip 
along the sea to the north of it once used to be and has 
now become again, the strip that was called of old 'the 
land of milk and honey.’ As you see we are not very far 
from the southern border of that cultivated expanse. 

I he mountainous part of the peninsula still remains a 
sandy, barren steppe, such as the whole peninsula was 
m your tune. With each passing year, people, you Rus¬ 
sians, push the edge of the desert farther and farther to 
the sou Ui. Other people work in other countries. Every¬ 
one has ample room and ample work, both space and 
abundance. Ves, from the big river in the northeast up to 
the middle of the peninsula, the whole expanse is eov- 
ered with vegetation and flowers. Throughout the whole 
region, as m the north, huge buildings stand two or 
three miles from each other, as though they were numer¬ 
ous huge chessmen on a gigantic chessboard." "Let us 
go down to one of them," says the older sister. 

It is the same sort of huge, crystal house, but its 
columns are white "They are made of aluminum," says 
the older sister, because after all it is very warm here* 
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White heats up less in the sun. It is somewhat more 
expensive than iron, hut more comfortable for local con* 
ditions." But they have thought of something else as well. 
For a considerable distance around the crystal palace 
there are rows of thin, extremely high columns, and on 
top of them, high above the palace, covering the whole 
palace and for a half mile around it, stretches a white 
canopy. “It is constantly sprinkled with water," says the 
older sister. "Look, from each column a little fountain 
rises above the canopy and sprays water upon it. As a 
result it is cool there. You see, they change the tem¬ 
perature as they like." “But what if someone likes the 
heat and the bright sun that shines here?" "Do you see, 
in the distance there are pavilions and tents. Everyone 
may live as he likes. I am striving toward that goal, 1 
work only to attain that. Then there must be cities 
left for those who want to live in cities?" “There are not 
very many people like that. There are fewer cities left 
than there were before and then almost only to serve as 
centers of communication and the exchange of goods, 
near the best harbors, in other centers of communication, 
but these cities are larger and more splendid than die 
earlier ones. Everyone goes there for a few days, for 
variety. A large part of their population constantly 
changes. People go there for work, for a short time." 
"But what if someone wants to live there constantly?” 
"They can live there, as you live in your St. Petersburgs, 
Londons, Parises—what business is it of anyone? Who 
would stop them? Let everyone live as he likes. Only the 
overwhelming majority, ninety-nine out of a hundred, 
live in the manner shown to you by my sister and me, 
because that is more pleasant and advantageous for them. 
But enter the palace, the evening is already quite far 
gone, it is time to look at them." _ „ 

"No, I w T ant to know how all this was done, first. 
"What?" "The turning of that barren desert into an 
abundant land where almost all of us spend two-thirds 
of the year." “How was it done? What was so hard about 
it? After all, it was not done in one year or in ten years. 
I made the work progress gradually. From the northeast, 
from the banks of the great river, from the northwest, 
from the coast of the large sea—they have so many 
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powerful machines—they brought loam, it bound the 
sand, they dug canals, irrigation trenches, greenery 
started to appear and with it more moisture in the air. 
They advanced step by step, several miles, sometimes 
only a mile a year, just as now they keep going farther 
south. What is so special about it? It is just that they 
have become intelligent, started to turn to their own use 
the enormous quantity of means and force that they 
wasted previously, or used to their own detriment. After 
all, I do not work and teach in vain. It was only difficult 
for people to understand what was useful. In your time 
they were still such savages, so coarse, cruel, imprudent. 
But I kept teaching them. And when they started to 
understand, fulfilling the work was no longer difficult. 
You know that I never demand anything difficult. You 
“O something in my way, for me is that so bad?" "No." 
Of course not. Just remember your own workshop. Did 
you have extensive means, more than others had?” “No 
what kind of means did we have?" “Nevertheless vour 
sewing women have ten times more comfort, enjoy life 
twenty times as much, experience unpleasantness a hun- 
c red times less than others who have the same means you 
had You yourself proved that even in your time people 
could live quite untrammelled. One only had to be in¬ 
telligent, to know how to settle oneself, to find out how 
l ? „ one ’ s means most effectively.” “Yes, yes. I know 
that. Go see for a little while longer how people live 
some time after they started to understand what you have 
already understood." 


X 

7 ^f^J:! uer t ^ le . house. Another such enormous, splendid 
nail. The evening is in full swing and merriment. Three 
hours have already elapsed since sunset. The very height 
of merriment. How brightly the hall is lit, though by 
what means? Neither candelabra nor chandeliers are 
visible anywhere. Ah, that's where! In the cupola of the 
hall there is a large square of dull glass, and the light 
pours through it. Of course, that is how it should be just 
ike the sun-white, clear, soft—well, yes, that is electric 
fight. In the hall there is a crowd of about a thousand, 
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but a crowd three times as large could easily be ac¬ 
commodated there. “And sometimes, when guests visit, 
says die radiant beauty, "there are even more.' Then 
what is that? Isn’t that a ball? Is that really an ordinary 
workday evening?" “Of course." “But according to today s 
standards, that would be a royal ball, so luxuriously are 
the women dressed* Yes, the times have changed, that 
is even apparent by the style of the clothes. There are 
also some ladies in clothes like ours, but it is clear that 
they dressed that way for variety, for a joke. Yes, they 
are joking, jesting at their own costumes. The others are 
wearing other costumes, of the most various kinds, vari- 
ous eastern and southern styles. They are all more grace¬ 
ful than our style. But a costume similar to that worn by 
Greek ladies during Athens* most elegant era predomi* 
nates—very light and loose, and the men also wear a long 
garment without a waist, something like a mantle or 
toga. It is dear that that is their habitual domestic attire 
how modest and beautiful that garment isl How softly 
and elegantly it outlines their bodies, how it enhances 
their graceful movements! And what an orchestra more 
than a hundred musicians and especially, what a choirl 
“Yes, in all of Europe you did not have ten voices com¬ 
parable to those hundreds that are just in this hall, and 
in everv other hall there are as many more. The way of 
life is not the same, it is very healthy and at the same 
time very elegant and therefore both chests and voices are 
better/* says the radiant beauty. But the people in the 
orchestra and chorus constantly change. Some leave, 
others come to take their place. Some go to dance, others 

leave the dance to play. , 

Their evening is an ordinary, workday evening. They 
enjoy themselves and dance like that every evening. But 
when did I ever see such energetic merrymaking? But 
why should their merriment not have an energy un¬ 
known to us? They have worked a great deal in the 
morning. Whoever has not worked enough, did not pre¬ 
pare the nerve that would let him experience the mer¬ 
riment fully. And now the merriment of simple people, 
when they have occasion to enjoy themselves, is more 
joyous, lively and fresh than ours. But our simple people 
have meager means for merriment and here means are 
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more ample than ours. And our simple people's mer¬ 
riment is troubled by the memory of inconvenience and 
privation, of poverty and suffering, is troubled by a fore¬ 
boding of the same thing in the future, it is a passing 
hour in which need and grief are forgotten, though can 
need and grief really be forgotten completely? Will the 
desert sand not be dissipated? Will not the marsh's 
miasma contaminate even the small strip of good earth 
and good air that lies between the desert and the marsh? 
While here neither the memory nor the danger of need 
or grief exists* Here only the memory of free and willing 
work, of satisfaction, good and enjoyment exist, here 
only the expectation of the same things in the future 
exists* "What a comparison! And moreover, our workers' 
nerves are only strong because they are capable of endur¬ 
ing much merriment, but they are coarse, unreceptive. 
While here nerves are as strong as our workers' nerves, 
and as developed, as impressionable as ours. A readiness 
for merriment, a healthy, strong desire for it, such as we 
do not possess, such as is vouchsafed only to powerful 
health and physical labor, is united in these people with 
all the delicacy of feeling we possess* They have our 
whole moral development together with our strong work¬ 
er* physical development* Obviously their merriment, 
their enjoyment, their passion are more lively and 
stronger, broader and sweeter than ours* Lucky people! 

No, real happiness is not yet known, because the kind 
of life necessary for that does not yet exist, nor do such 
people* Only such people can enjoy themselves fully and 
to the full delight of enjoyment. How they bloom' with 
health and power, how shapely and graceful they are, 
how energetic and expressive their features are! They are 
all happy, handsome men and women, leading a free life 
of work and enjoyment, oh, the lucky ones, the fortunate 
ones! 

Half of them noisily enjoy themselves in the huge hall, 
but where is the other half? "Where are the others?” she 
asks the radiant beauty. "They are everywhere. Many 
are in the theatre, some as actors, others as musicians, 
still others as spectators, each as he likes. Some have 
scattered to the auditoriums, the museums, or are sitting 
in the library; some in the garden alleys, others in their 
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rooms, either to rest alone, or with their children. But 
the greatest number, the greatest—that is my secret. You 
saw in the hall how their cheeks burnt, how their eyes 
shone. You saw that they left and that they returned. It 
was I who drew them away, here is a room for each and 
all—my shelter. In it my mysteries are inviolable, the 
doors are curtained, luxurious carpets deaden the sound, 
there there is quiet, there there is mystery. They returned 
—it was I who brought them back from the realm of my 
mysteries to light merriment. I reign here. 

“I reirni here. Here everything is done for me! Work is 
the preparation of fresh feelings and forces for me, merri¬ 
ment is a preparation for me, a rest after me. Heie I am 
the goal of life, here I am all life." 

XI 

“In my sister, the queen, lies life's greatest joy, says the 
older sister, but you see, here there is every kind of joy, 
whatever anyone desires. Here everyone lives as he likes 
best, here each and everyone has complete will, free will. 

“What we have shown you will not soon exist in its 
full development as you saw it now. Many generations 
will pass before that which you previewed here will be 
fully accomplished. No, not many generations My work 
is progressing quickly now, more quickly each year, but 
nevertheless you will not enter into my sister s completed 
realm. At least you have seen it, you know the future It 
is radiant, it is beautiful. Tell it to all: that is what lies 
in the future, the future is radiant and beautiful- Love it, 
strive toward it, work for it* bring it closer, transfer into 
the present as much of it as you can. Your life will be 
radiant and good, rich in happiness and enjoyment, to 
the extent that you have been able to incorporate the 
future in it. Strive for it, work for it, bring it closer, 
transfer into the present from it everything that you 
can.” 
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CHAPTER 5 


BAAL 

... I spent only eight days in London, and, at least on 
the surface, what broad spectacles, what clear yet in¬ 
dividual settings, that do not only conform to a fixed 
plan, impressed themselves in my mind. Everything is 
so huge and sharp in its individuality. One could even be 
deceived in this individuality. Each sharply differentiated 
thing, each contradiction, exists side by side with its 
antithesis and stubbornly goes hand in hand with it, 
contradicting each other and, apparently, in no wav ex¬ 
cluding each other. Everything here, apparently, stub¬ 
bornly insists upon its own way and exists in its own 
fashion and, apparently, does not harm anything else. Yet 
at the same time, here too the same stubborn, obscure 
and by now chronic struggle, the struggle unto death 
between the whole Western world's individualistic bent 
and the necessity to live together at least m some form, 
to create at least some communal form, and to set up 
house in a single anthill: at least one can turn to the 
anthill, only in order to live there without eating each 
other up—without that we would turn to cannibalism. 
In this respect we find, on the other hand, the same 
thing that exists in Paris as well: the same desperate 
striving to remain in status quo out of desperation, to 
rip out of oneself by the roots all hopes and desires to 
curse one’s future, in which perhaps the foremost leaders 
of progress have insufficient faith, and to bow down to 
Baal. Please do not be carried away by the fancy oratory, 
however. All this is consciously recognized only m the 
minds of the most advanced consciously thinking people, 
while they are unconsciously, instinctively recognized in 
people’s life functions. But the Parisian bourgeois, for 
example, is almost consciously quite satisfied, and is con- 
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vinced that all is as it should be, and would even beat 
you if you question the fact that all is as it should be, he 
would beat you became until now he is still somewhat 
d. raid, despite all his self‘assuredness. While the same 
may be true in London, yet what broad, overwhelming 
spectacles! Even on the surface, what a difference from 
Paris. That city, as unfathomable as the ocean, bustling 
day and night; the shrieking and howling of machines, 
those iron machines passing above the houses (and soon 
to pass under them as well); that boldness of enterprise, 
that apparent disorder which in actuality is the highest 
degree of bourgeois order; that polluted Thames, that air 
saturated with coal dust; those splendid squares and 
parks; those fearful sections of die city like Whitechapel, 
with its half-naked, savage and hungry population. The 
cuy with its millions and its worldwide trade, the Crystal 
Palace^ the International Exposition. Yes, the exposition 
is striking. You feel the terrible force that united here all 
these innumerable people drawn from all corners of the 
globe into one fold. You recognize a gigantic idea. You 
feel that something is a most achieved here already, that 
this represents a victory 1 , a triumph. You almost seem to 
begin to fear something. No matter how independent you 
may be you begin to be terrified for some reason. "Isn’t 
this really the ideal thati has already been attained?” you 
^ '^ sn t t!l i s the goal? Isn't that really the 'one 

iOld . Must one not really accept this as the ultimate 
u-uth and to become silent forever? This is all so tri¬ 
umphant, majestic and proud, that it takes your breath 
away. \ou look at these hundreds of thousands, these 
millions of people, who stream here humbly from cor¬ 
ners of the globe, people who come w T ith a single 
thought, who quietly aitd persistently mill around that 
colossal palace, and you feel that something final has 
taken place here, something has taken place and ended. 
That is some sort of biblical spectacle, something like 
Babylon, some propheq out of the Apocalypse coming 
to pass before your very eyes. You feel that a great amount 
of eternal spiritual fortitude and denial would be neces¬ 
sary in order not to submit, not to capitulate to the im¬ 
pression, not bow down to the fact and not worship Baal, 
that is, not to accept the existing as your ideal. 
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“But that is nonsense,” you will say, * a sick tuan s 
ravines, nerves, exaggeration. No one would stop at that, 
and no one would take it for his ideal. Moreover, hunger 
and slavery are not easy to bear, and they prompt nega¬ 
tion and breed scepticism better than anything eise. Well- 
fed dilettantes, taking a walk for their own pleasure, oi 
course, can create spectacles out of the Apocalypse and 
thereby soothe their nerves, exaggerating and distorting 
every phenomenon in order to arouse strong feelings m 

themselves.” T 

“All right ” 1 answer. “Let us suppose that 1 was 
carried away by the setting, I will agree to that. But it 
you had seen how proud the powerful spirit that created 
that colossal setting was, and how proudly that spnit 
was convinced of his victory and triumph, then you 
would have trembled for his pride, persistence and blind¬ 
ness, vou would have trembled for that over which this 
spirit hovers and rules. In the presence of such colossal 
things, in the presence of such gigantic pride in the 
ruling spirit, even a hungry soul frequently is benumbed, 
makes peace, submits, seeks salvation in gin and vice and 
begins to believe that everything should be so for every- 
one. The fact overwhelms, the mass becomes ossified and. 
grabs at any escape, and even if scepticism were to rise, 
ft would gloomily and with a curse seek salvation in 
something like Mormouism . . . 


CHAPTER 6 

AN ESSAY ON THE BOURGEOIS 

Western man talks about brotherhood [ fraternite ] 
as the great moving force of civilization, but he does not 
realize that there is no place to obtain brotherhood if it 
does not exist in reality. What can be done? One has to 
create brotherhood at all cost. But it seems that one 
cannot create brotherhood, because it creates itself, comes 
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of itself, is found in nature. But in French nature; in 
Western nature generally, it does not readily appear. In¬ 
stead you find there a principle of individuality, a princi¬ 
ple of isolation, intense self-preservation, of personal gain, 
self-definition in terms of one's own /, in placing this 
1 in opposition to all nature and all other people, as 
an autonomous, independent principle completely equal 
and equally valuable to everything that exists outside it. 
Well, such a position cannot bring brotherhood about. 
Why? Because in brotherhood, in real brotherhood, in¬ 
dividual personality, the I, cannot trouble about its 
equality of value and importance to everything else , and 
rather that everything else , must come of itself to that 
personality that demands equal rights, to that individual 
/ and by itself, without his requests, would have to recog¬ 
nize him as equal in value and importance to itself, that 
is, to everything else that exists in the world. Moreover, 
that rebellious and demanding personality would have 
to sacrifice all of its I to society first of all, and not de¬ 
mand its rights but rather resign them all to society with 
no strings attached. But Western personality is not used 
to such procedure. It fights for what it demands, it de¬ 
mands rights, it wants to separate itself— well, brother¬ 
hood does not emerge out of such conditions. Of course, 
there could be a regeneration. But such regeneration 
would be accomplished after thousands of years, since 
ideas like those must first be incarnated in flesh and 
blood to become reality. Tell me, does one really have to 
be without individuality to be happy? Does redemption 
lie in impersonality? On the contrary* on the contrary, 
say I, not only must one not be without individuality, 
but that is just what one has to become, an individual, 
even more and to a higher degree than it is known in the 
West today. Understand me: voluntary, completely con¬ 
scious and totally unconstrained self-sacrifice for the 
benefit of all, is* in rny opinion, a token of the greatest 
achievement of individuality, of its greatest power, its 
greatest self-control, the greatest freedom of its own will. 
To sacrifice one's life willingly for others, to be crucified, 
burned at the stake for others willingly, can only be done 
at the highest point of the attainment of individuality. 
A highly developed individuality, completely convinced 
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of its right to be individual, no longer fearing anything 
for itself, cannot possibly do anything else with its indi¬ 
viduality, that is, can find no greater use for itself than 
to give itself up entirely for others, so that others too 
may become equally autonomous and happy individuali¬ 
ties. That is nature’s law. Normal man aspires to it. But 
there is a tiny hitch here, the tiniest little hitch, which, 
however, will destroy and ruin the whole thing if it 
occurs. It consists in the presence of even the smallest 
calculation for the benefit of one’s own advantage. For ex¬ 
ample, I sacrifice myself completely for others. Well, that 
is what is required, that I sacrifice myself completely, 
entirely, without any thought of advantage, without 
in the slightest thinking that here now I am sacrific¬ 
ing myself entirely for society, and that therefore society 
will in turn give itself entirely to me. One has to sacrifice 
oneself precisely in such a way as to give up everything 
and even wish that nothing will be given to you for it in 
turn, that as a consequence no one will be put to any 
loss through your action. But how can that be done? 
After all, it is just like trying not to think of a polar bear. 
Try setting yourself the task of not thinking of a polar 
bear and you will see that the cursed animal keeps com¬ 
ing to mind every minute. What can be done? 1 here is 
absolutely nothing to be done, it has to do it by itself, to 
be in one's nature, to be contained unconsciously in the 
nature of the whole race. In short, in order for a 
brotherly, loving principle to exist, one has to love. One 
must be drawn instinctively to brotherhood, community, 
harmony, and one must be drawn, without paying at¬ 
tention to the age-old sufferings of the nations, without 
paying attention to the savage crudeness and ignorance 
deeply rooted in the nation, without paying attention to 
age-old slavery, to foreign invasions, in short, the need 
for brotherly communality exists in man's nature, that 
he is bom with it or that he had assimilated it from time 
immemorial. Of what would this brotherhood consist, if 
we were to explain it in rational, conscious language? 
In this, that each separate individual would of himself, 
without any coercion, without any advantage to himself 
•would say to society, “We are only strong when united, 
take me completely if you need me, do not consider me 
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when making your laws, do not trouble yourself about 
me in any way, I cede all my rights to you, and, if you 
please, dispose of me. That would be my greatest joy, to 
sacrifice myself completely and that you would suffer no 
harm from it. 1 will annihilate myself, melt into the 
general mass, so long as your brotherhood remains and 
flourishes/* And brotherhood, on the other hand, would 
have to say, "You give us too much. We have no right to 
take what you offer us, as you yourself said that your 
whole joy consists in that. But what can be done if our 
heart constantly aches for your happiness as well? Take 
everything from us. We will strive every minute, with 
all our power, to assure you as much personal freedom, 
as much opportunity to reveal yourself, as possible. Have 
no fear of any enemies now, neither people nor nature. 
We all support you, we all guarantee your security, we 
work for you indefatigably, because we are brothers, we 
are all your brothers, and we are many and strong. You 
can be completely tranquil and bold, fear nothing and 
depend upon us/* 

After that, of course, there is no longer any reason for 
wanting to separate oneself; everything would now be 
shared of itself. Love one another, and all this shall be 
given unto you. 

Now there, after all, is a real utopia for you, gentle* 
men! Everything is founded on feeling, on nature, not 
on intellect After all, that almost seems to slight reason. 
What do you think? Is it a utopia or not? 

But just die same, what is a socialist to do, if Western 
man does not possess that brotherly principle, but, on 
the contrary, possesses a principle of singleness, of indi¬ 
viduality, constantly standing apart, demanding its rights 
sword in hand? The socialist, seeing that there is no 
brotherhood, begins to exhort brotherhood. Because 
brotherhood does not exist, he wants to create, to make 
brotherhood. In order to make rabbit stew, you have to 
have a rabbit first. But there is no rabbit, that is, there 
is no nature capable of brotherhood, no nature believing 
in brotherhood, which of itself strains toward brother^ 
hood. In despair the socialist starts to make, to define 
the brotherhood of the future, to calculate its size and 
shape, tempts one with its advantages, talks, teaches, ex- 
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plains how much advantage would accrue to each from 
this brotherhood, how much each will gain. He will de¬ 
fine what each individual would look like, what his tasks 
would be and will determine in advance the list of the 
earth's blessings, to what extent each individual will 
merit them, and how much each must willingly bring to 
the community, at the expense of his own individuality. 
But what kind of brotherhood is that, when what every¬ 
one must do and what he will merit is divided and de¬ 
fined in advance? However, the formula “One for all and 
all for one” has already been proclaimed. And, of course, 
one could not even conceive of anything better than that, 
the more so as that formula is bodily taken from a little 
book known to everyone. But now' they have started to 
apply that formula to reality, and after six months the 
brothers dragged their founder Cabet to court. It is said 
that the Fourierists have taken the last 900,000 francs of 
their capital, and are apparently trying to found a 
brotherhood. They are not successful. Q£ course, there is 
a great attraction to live if not in brotherly fashion, at 
least simply on some rational basis, that is to live well, 
with everything guaranteed to you and only work and 
acquiescence demanded in turn from you. But there is 
another joker here. It seems that man is guaranteed 
everything, is promised food, drink, work, and in turn 
only the smallest iota of his personal freedom is asked for 
the general good, the smallest, smallest iota. No, man 
does not want to live according to those calculations, he 
will not surrender the single iota, It seems to him, in his 
stupidity, that it is a prison, and that he would be better 
off by himself, because he would be completely free that 
way. And after ail, though he is beaten when he is free, 
though he has no work, though he dies of hunger and 
has no freedom at all, the queer fellow still prefers his 
freedom. Of course, all the socialist can do is throw up 
his hands and tell him that he is a fool, immature, a 
child, that he does not understand his own advantage. 
That an ant, some mute, insignificant ant is more in¬ 
telligent than he, because life in the anthill is good, 
everything is well ordered, everyone is well fed, happy, 
each knows what his task is. In short: man is still a long 
way from the anthill 1 
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To his brother Michael, November 19, 1863 

- . , Various troubles literally do not leave me a 
moment to write. I have already had two attacks [of 
epilepsy] and one of them, the last, was very bad. The 
new name for the journal. Truth, will have no bearing 
on the leading article . An analysis of Chernyshevsky s 
novel and of Pisemsky's would create a big stir, and most 
important of all, would be appropriate for the journal. 
T%vo contradictory ideas, and both in vogue. Therefore, 
it will be true. I think that I will write all three articles- 
(If only I could work in peace for as little as two 
weeks) . . . 

To I. S. Turgenev, 23 December, 1863 

Dear and respected Ivan Sergeevich: 

P, V. Annenkov told by brother that you did not 
want to publish “Phantoms 1 ' because there is too much 
of the fantastic in the story. That disturbs us terribly. 
First of all, I will say frankly that tve, that is r my brother 
and I, are counting on your story. It will help us greatly 
in the first issue of our journel, which has been Started 
anew, and consequently has to make a name for itself, I 
am forewarning you of that purposely, so that you will 
not suspect that the reasons I give in the rest of the letter 
stem only from motives of personal advantage. I will 
add still another circumstance and assure you of its 
veracity on my word of honor. We need your story much 
more than the attraction of your name on the cover. 

Now I will tell you a couple of things about your 
story, based on my impressions of it. Why do you think, 
Ivan Sergeevich (if you really do think that), that your 
“Phantoms" are untimely now and will not be under¬ 
stood? On the contrary, mediocrity, after imitating the 
masters for six years, has brought the positivists to such 
vulgarity that they would welcome a purely poetical 

191 


work (a very poetical one). Many will greet it with a 
certain bewilderment, but a pleasant bewilderment That 
is what would happen with everyone who understands 
any tiling at all, both in the old and new generation. As 
for those who understand nothing, do we really have to 
consider them? You would not believe how they ap¬ 
proach literature. Limited utilitarianism—that is all they 
demand. Write them the most poetic work, they will put 
it aside for one that describes someone’s being whipped. 
Poetic truth is considered rubbish. All one need do is 
copy facts from reality. Our prose is a terrible lot of 
Quakerism. After that, there is no point in considering 
diem. The healthy portion of society which is awakening, 
is eager for a bold sally from art. And your "‘Phantoms’' 
is very bold and it will serve as an example (for all of us) 
if you are the first to dare present such a sally. The form 
of "Phantoms” will puzzle people. But their real aspect 
will provide a solution to all the puzzles (except the 
puzzlement of fools and those who do not want to under¬ 
stand anything except their Quakerism). Incidentally, I 
know one representative of pure utilitarianism (nihilism) 
who, though dissatisfied with your novel [Fathers and 
Sons], said she could not put it down, that it made a 
deep impression. After all, we have a lot of nihilists out 
of affectation. But the most important thing here is to 
understand that realistic side. I think that too much is 
realistic in "Phantoms.” That reality is the sorrow of a 
cultivated and conscious being living in our day f a sorrow 
that you have captured. All of "Phantoms” is permeated 
by that sorrow. That “sound rings in the mist” and it does 
well to ring. “Phantoms” is similar to music. And inci¬ 
dentally, how do you look upon music? As enjoyment or 
as a positive necessity? I think that it is the same lan¬ 
guage, but capable of expressing what consciousness has 
not yet mastered (not just intelligence, but ail of con¬ 
sciousness), and therefore it has a positive use. Our utili¬ 
tarians won't understand that. But those among them 
who like music have not given it up but engage them¬ 
selves in it as previously. 

The form of your “Phantoms” is excellent. After all, if 
there Is anything to be questioned here, then, of course, 
it is a question of form. And therefore the whole question 
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will be "does fantasy have a right to exist in art?” Well, 
who can answer such questions! If anything in * Phan¬ 
toms" can be criticized, it is that it is not completely 
fantastic. It should be even more so. Then it would be 
more daring. A creature who is called a vampire appears 
in your story. I think that she should not be called that. 
Annenkov did not agree with me, and presented the 
argument that there are allusions here to loss of blood, 
that is, to real forces, and so on. I do not agree with him, 
either. I am content to have understood—even too tangi¬ 
bly—the sorrow and wonderful shape into which it has 
been molded, that is, wandering throughout reality 
without any relief. And the mood is good, a mood of 
some kind of tender sorrow, without special force. And 
the pictures, as the rock, and others, hint at an elemen¬ 
tal, still unresolved idea in Nature (the idea that exists 
throughout Nature), which may someday solve man s 
questions, but which now only induces sorrow and fright¬ 
ens one still more, though one does not want to tear 
oneself away from her. No, such an idea is timely now, 
and such fantastic tilings are completely positive. 

To his brother Michael, February 9, 1864 

My dear friend, Misha: 

I delayed answering you because I ready thought I 
would go to Petersburg at any moment. However, I have 
been sick for the last two weeks, and lately worse and 
worse. I had two attacks, although that would not have 
been too bad, but the worst of it is that I have gotten 
hemorrhoids in the bladder [sic] and it is very unpleasant. 
I am afraid I will really get ill. If I do, then, of course, I 
would have to be treated soon. In that case I would 
leave for Petersburg immediately. I won’t risk it now, 
first, because I am improving a little and second, because 
I would have to sit in a train for twenty hours, and I 
cannot sit down at all. Incidentally, I do not lie down 
either, but sort of half sit, half stand . . . 

To his brother Michael, March 20, 1864 

... I have started to work on the story. I am trying 
to get it off my hands as soon as I can, but at the same 
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time I want to make sure that it turns out as good as 
possible. It is much harder to write it than I had thought. 
And yet, it is absolutely necessary that it turn out well. 
It is necessary lor myself. The story's tone is too strange* 
it is a sharp and wild tone. Perhaps people will dislike 
it. Therefore, ‘'poetry” must soften it and carry all before 
it. 

As a result of all this, my work has come to a complete 
stop. You can imagine the torments I have undergone 
because of the idea that the first issue will have nothing 
of mine in it. But it cannot be helped. I finally have to 
admit it. Until today J tormented myself with the idea 
that perhaps I would finish in time. There will not be 
enough with just Turgenev's story. Find anything you 
can, my dear, and do not spare material. I will have 
something toward March, I will not hide from you that 
what I wrote turned out to be bad. I suddenly started 
to dislike the story. And I have become negligent there 
myself. I do not know how it will all end. , . . 

I will never forgive myself for not finishing it earlier. 
The whole story is trash, and even at that it was not 
ready in time. It shows that I have written myself out. 
And it did not come out right, I have become terribly 
anxious. * , . 

To his brother Michael, February 29, 1864 

. , . i have thought up another excellent article on 
theorizing and the fanaticism of theorizing (of the Con- 
temporary). It will not be untimely, especially if they 
keep harping on us. It will not be a polemical article, 
but a real work. ... 

To his brother Michael, March 26, 1864 

. . . Some of the articles [in the first two issues] are 
quite good: "Phan toms” (I think there is a lot of trash 
in it: something nasty, diseased, senile, disbelieving out 
of weakness, in short, all of Turgenev and his con¬ 
victions. But the poetry redeems a great deal, I reread 
it) ... I am also bewailing [the first pan of my Notes], 
Terrible misprints, and it ivould have been better not 
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to print the penultimate chapter at all (that chapter 
where the very idea is stated), than to print it in that 
form, that is, with sentences left out and contradicting 
itself. But what is to be done? Those swinish censors left 
in the passages where 1 railed at everything and pre¬ 
tended to blaspheme; but they deleted the passages where 
I deduced from all this the necessity of faith and Christ. 
What are they doing, those censors? Are they in league 
against the government, or something? . . . 

To his brother Michael, April 2, 1864 

... I probably will not finish the article this month, 
and not only that article, but I will not publish anything 
this month in the critical section . . .ism writing the 
story now, but it is going badly. My friend, I was ill the 
greater part of the month, then I got better, but up till 
now I have not recovered completely. My nerves are 
ragged and I have not regained my strength yet. My 
torments of every kind are so oppressive that I do not 
even want to mention them. My wife is dying, literally. 
Every day a moment arrives when we expect her to die. 
Her sufferings are terrible and tell on me as well because 
—after all, writing is not mechanical work and I write 
and write just the same, in the mornings, but it is just 
beginning. The story is stretching out. Sometimes it 
seems to me that it will be trash, but still I write with 
enthusiasm. I do not know how it will turn out. But 
the thing is, it requires a lot of time. Even if I finish 
half, I will send it to be set up in type, but I want it all 
published together —sine qua non. In general, there is 
little time for writing, though it would seem that all my 
time is my own. But this is not a productive period for 
me, and sometimes I have other things in mind. And 
moreover 1 am afraid that my wife will die soon, and 
then I will have to interrupt my work. Without that 
interruption, I think I would be able to finish it. . . , 

To his brother Michael, April 5, 1864 

... If only I have the strength and leisure, and 
no interruptions, my story could be finished this month, 
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but not during the first half, * * * Will I be able to finish 
the story this month? Judging by all signs—no. And the 
worst tiling is there may be an interruption that does 
not depend upon me and for whose consequences I can¬ 
not answer. Therefore, my dear, I ask you to write to 
me as soon as possible the very latest date by which you 
must have my story. I will be able to judge from your 
reply whether or not I can finish . . . 

To his brotehr Michael, April 9, 1864 

... I wrote to you that I probably would not finish 
the story in time. I repeat, Misha: 1 am so exhausted, so 
oppressed by circumstances, that I cannot even answer 
for my physical circumstances at work. . . . The story 
is growing in scope. It may run to 150 pages, I do not 
know, and therefore even with the greatest exertion of 
effort, it can simply not be finished physically. What shall 
we do? Publish it unfinished? Impossible, It cannot be 
divided. And then I do not know how it will come out, 
it may be trash, but personally I place great hope in it. 
It will be a powerful and frank work. It will be the 
truth. Even if it is bad, it will create a stir. I know it. 
And it may mm out to be very good. ... If possible, 
spare me from the March issue, be good to me. To make 
up for it, for April you will have both my story of con¬ 
siderable length and a critical article. I swear it by my 
head if only 1 do not die. Let me finish my story and 
then you will see what activity I am capable of. 

To his brother Michael, April 13, 1864 

* . , The story keeps growing in scope. It will prob¬ 
ably be effective. I am working as hard as I can, but I 
move ahead slowly because my time is occupied by other 
things. The story is divided into three chapters, of which 
each will be at least 50 pages. The second chapter is in 
chaos, the third is not yet begun, the first is being revised. 
The first chapter is 50 pages long and can be revised in 
about five days. Should we really publish it separately? 
It will be laughed at, the more so as it loses all its 
impact without the other two chapters. You know what 
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a musical transition is. The same thing occurs here. The 
first chapter is apparently empty chatter. But suddenly 
that chatter resolves itself into an unexpected catastrophe 
in the last two chapters. If you tell me to send only the 
first chapter, I will. I can still sacrifice such trifles and 
will send the chapter. . . . 

To his brother Michael, April 15, 1864 

. . . This morning [my wife] died. ... I cannot 
send the story (even the beginning) now in any case. 
What is to be done? . . . 
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THE SWALLOWS 
(a dramatic fable) 

Cast of Characters 

first swallow, an editor of a journal [Michael M. 

Dostoevsky] 1 

second swallow, a philosopher [N. N, Strakhov 
third swallow, an aesthetician [A. A. Grigor’ev] 
fourth swallow, a despondent novelist [Fyodor M. 

Dostoevsky] 

fifth swallow, a gay novelist (currently absent) [G. P. 

Danilevsky] 

sixth swallow \ t f [N. Gerbel’] 
seventh swallow j P \[F. Berg] 
first bat, clerk in the editorial office 
second bat, watchman 

SEVERAL RATS 

The set shows an empty , damp cellar; the doors flaunt 
a sign " Saturn Revived: Chief Editorial Office''; shelves 
along the walls; on one of them are several empty tubs , 
upon zohich perch swallows; lean f hungry rats run about 
the floor. 

first swallow. First of all, gentlemen, we must examine 
our past. Why have they insulted us? 
all the swallows (together). Why have they insulted us? 
first swallow. For eight solid months I have not stopped 
thinking of the question 4 Why have they insulted us?" 
for a moment. For more than two years they accused 
us of being swallows! We met, talked, passed the time, 

1 The satire is directed at the Dostoevsky brothers’ journal. The 
Epoch (and its predecessor, Time). The contributors* names are here 
indicated in brackets. 


201 



caught flies—what other guarantees could they need? 
And then, one terrible moment, Second Swallow had 
the unfortunate idea to ffv to some iihstarred region 
all the swallows (together, without Second Swallow ). 

“Suddenly, one of them desired to travel, to fly * * ” 
first swallow * At that lime a certain Peterson, 2 'who had 
plenty of spare time—but why did they insult us? 
second swallow (justifying hmself). I am the only swal¬ 
low among countless other swallows who has taken up 
philosophy* And therefore, as a pupil and follower of 
Hegel, I supposed * * * 

voice from above. In the future don't suppose (The 
swallotvs are terrified ). 

second swallow (unheedingly continuing his speech ). 
I supposed ... 

first SWALLOW. Enough. (Bitterly) Evidently they do 
not even let you justify yourself (Voice from Above: 
"And what did you think?”) so let us forget the past 
(Aside: "Why did they insult us?”), and occupy our¬ 
selves exclusively with the future. First of all, I sup¬ 
pose, we have to agree about our program, 
seventh swallow , As you are moulting at the moment, 
pluck out a quill and give it to First Eat. And so, gen¬ 
tlemen, what shall we say in our policy editorial? 
Frankly, 1 would like to leave that to the typesetters' 
will! (The swallows emit a weak chirp,) Are you sur¬ 
prised by that? But 1 remember very well that in the 
year Notes from the Fatherland was founded, a certain 
Andrew the Wise said to me: My friendl Though you 
are but a swallow, when you publish your own journal 
remember * 4 . 

Soft ?nusic is heard. The voice of Mr, Albertini car¬ 
ries in from the street, singing to the tune of "Jadis 
regna en Normandie**: 

In a certain widespread land 

Once lived Andrew the Wise; 

Not raised as a gentleman, above his station, 

3 A contributor to the Moscow News whose attacks on Time 
brought about the governments suppression of that periodical. The 
refrain '"Why have they insured us?" is connected with this fact. 
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He asked for several roubles 
Directly, without intermediaries. 


The voice dies in the distance. The swallows faint. 
The first to come to himself is the Second Swallow. He 
looks around timidly to see if Peterson ts not visible 
anywhere. 


SECOND SWALLOW. Despite the remarkable resemblance 
of that song to the words of my respected fi tend and 
fellow swallow (I am not pointing to the inner mean¬ 
ing of both, but rather to the fact that in both the 
famous name of Andrew the Wise is mentioned), I con¬ 
sider that in this instance, one ought not, just the 
same, to depend completely on the typesetters per¬ 
spicacity. In the first place, the typesetters, m order to 
cut their work short, might allow themselves to pick 
letters in stacks rather than in order. In the second 
place thev may, in order to spite us, print m the 
policy editorial that our journal is published for 
"light reading” and who could answer for the conse¬ 
quences of such an act! 

THnm swallow. Yes, then a new influence may again pass 

second swallow. And we can avoid ali that the more 
successfully as we have a living example before us in 
the journal The Epoch, published since the beginning 
of this year, 1864. In a manner similar to it, we can 
simply say that the journal’s views are clearly enough 
indicated bv the fact that swallows publish it . . - 
fourth swallow. And that the time is not far off when 
it will be enough to say the word “swallow and every¬ 
one will understand that it means precisely swallows, 

and not eagles! . . , 

first swallow. Excellent. I have always maintained 
mvself that we are swallows and nothing else. (Aside) 
Why did they insult us? (Aloud) And if Peterson 

knew . • • 

VOICE FROM ABOVE. He knowsl ( The swallows are tern- 

Fi^f'swALLGW. Done, the policy editorial is finished. 
Now the important thing we have to discuss is the 
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articles. Seventh Swallow! Do you have greetings to 
the public ready? 6 

seventh SWALLOW (modestly), I call my greetings "Hail 
Anew." This song is supposed to describe the "joy of a 
young swallow on the occasion of the return, at spring¬ 
time, to their old nests. (Declaims.) 

In the dark day! 

In the bright night! 

Gathered die swallows! 

Gathered the brave lads! 

Look at the swallows, sitting-standing! 

Look at the brave lads silent-talking! 
Chirp-cheep-a-ling! 

Chirp-cheep-a-ling! 

Gay-gloomy swallowing! 3 

first swallow. Enough. I consider, gentlemen, that this 
poem will make our journal's intentions even clearer. 
For, what is it we want to say in reality, I ask you? 
all (answer m a chorus). 

Chirp-cheep-a-ling! 

Chirp-cheep-a-ling! 

i irst swallow. Precisely. Consequently, all I can sav to 
our young poet and fellow swallow is that he need¬ 
lessly ends each of liis lines with an exclamation point! 
THIRD swallow (turning to the Seventh Swallow). With 
all due fairness to your “chirp-cheep-a-ling!” as a critic 
of ornithological arts I cannot fail to note that I much 
prefer your romance that starts with the lines 

Flying, recently. Over the Fontanka? 

I languish. I long to assuage . . . 

It is true that the exclamation points are completely 
inappropriate here, but that poem, if it is permissible 
to express oneself dial way, reeks of Vsevolod Kres¬ 
tovsky's “Sandpipers,” while your "Chirp-cheep-a-linir” 
reeks of yourself. 

FIRST swallow. In general. Seventh Swallow, we will 
place upon you the duty to write poems without ex- 

8 Though this poem is no Using but an ill-disguised imitation of 
Mr. F. Berg, it is quite satisfactory for a swallow. ( Author’s note.) 
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damation points in the future. The proofreader will 
place them there for you* And so, one poem is ready 
(Seventh Swallow f delighted^ cleans his tail feathers 
with his beak.) And notv, sir, you, Mr. Sixth Swallow 1 
sixth swallow (smoothly). The poem I shall now read 
is meant to describe the sorrow of a middle-aged swal¬ 
low at the sight of life's agitations. (Reads.) 

Long have I not rowed along the Moika— 4 
1 was afraid—but suddenly 1 wished tol 
I softly dozed in that rowboat, as in a hammock, 

I lay peacefully on its bottom! 

Getting a splinter in my paws, I dreamt I was fighting. 
That a hundred oceans roared under me! 

That even in a rowboat, I was ready 
To battle oppressive fate! 

But, alas! a clumsy bark laden with manure 
Grazed my poor skiff! 

I almost perished! Like an innocent flower 
By the cold frozen stiff! 

Gathering the fragments, I repaired my boat, 

I stopped up, I caulked as best 1 could! 

And directed my course toward central Meshchansky: 

There, a certain fabulous castle 
At Bank bridge shines all in flames . . . 5 

first swallow. Enough, thank you. (Aside) Why did 
they insult us? (Aloud) One thing troubles me, how¬ 
ever: 11 Gathering the fragments"—What fragments? 
Why fragments? What did Sixth Swallow have in mind 
when he expressed himself that way? 
sixth swallow (faltering). I—I had in mind—I simply 
thought— 

first swallow. Perhaps you had in mind some organic 
fragments? 6 

‘The Moika and Fontanka are rivers traversing St Petersburg, 
used for local transportation. 

6 This poem too is an obvious imitation of Mr. Gerbel’s Lang 
Have l Not Seen the Azure Shies , published in No. 1-2 of The Epoch 
of this year, 1^64. (Author's nofe,} 

• In addition to the interpretation provided by the poem, there is 
a hint heie at Grigor'ev's (Third Swallow’s) “Organic Criticism. 
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thhu) swallow. Perhaps you had in mind the fragments 
of our former intentions? (Aside) Why did they insult 
us? 

F2EST swallow.* That is just what I fear most of alL I 
admit that I even question whether one can publish 
such a poem under current circumstances, a poem that 
can give rise to various interpretations ... Of course, 
if Peterson were to assure me that it is permissible . . . 
voice from above. It is permissible! (General joy.) 
first swallow. Excellent, Consequently we can reprint 
Maykov's poem from The Epoch after this, and then 
we will be completely secure. I propose, gentlemen, 
that we reprint I. S. Turgenev's new work from that 
same issue of The Epoch. 

third swallow. I even think that it would not be a bad 
thing to reprint it in each issue of our new journal* 
first swallow. Quite so, that will make us secure. Then 
I propose to publish an article entitled “The Acci¬ 
dental Killing of a Certain Swallow During the Battle 
of Solferino," and a very interesting story entitled 
“Old and New' Swallows" sent to me from the prov¬ 
inces* Then, I must admit with sorrow, that while 
our friend Fifth Swallow sent us ten whole novels, 
they turned out to be soaked. First Bat! Read us our 
Russian Cooper's letter! 

first bat (reads). “I was in Poltava, and flew all over it. 
I wrote a novel and flew to Kharkov; in Kharkov Ku- 
lish gave a ball in my honor; there were little ladies 
. * . Just now I thought, what a pity that I did not 
manage to visit Poltava , , 

first swallow (aside). Well, why, why did they insult 
us? 

second swallow. But excuse me—after all, just two lines 
before that he wrote that he had flown all over Pol¬ 
tava, and now he regrets that he did not manage to 
visit it? 

first swallow. Oh, Second Swallow! Don't you know 
that he has a habit of doing that? 
third swallow. I even consider that there is nothing 
reprehensible in that habit, for art cannot exist with¬ 
out some deviltry. 
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first swallow* In any case* our situation is very un¬ 
pleasant, because only the following could be clearly 
made out in all those ten novels: “On a high cliff, 
washed by the turbulent waters of the placid Devour v, 
proudly rises a huge white castle, surrounded on all 
sides by a moat* In that castle the old Marquis de 
Chass£-Crois£ lives, with his daughter, the beautiful 
Oxana” , * . then, with the greatest of difficulties the 
following could be made out as well: “Ro*ro-n>—'trav¬ 
eller in boots—once Gerber, Grigorovich, Fyodor Berg 
and I dined with Turgenev”—and that is alll 
third swallow* Too bad; but Fourth Swallow, whose 
works are eagerly read not only by swallows, but by 
the whole feathered race, will save usl 
fourth swallow. The new work I have finished is en¬ 
titled Notes 07i the Immortality of the Soul This is a 
question of the gravest importance for swallows, and 
as we must first and foremost show that our journal is 
an organ of swallows that is published by swallows and 
for swallows, it is completely natural that I took that 
into account in my choice of subject as well. The Notes 
are written by a sick and spiteful swallow. At first he 
talks about all sorts of nonsense: that he is sick and 
spiteful, that everything in the world is topsy-turvy, 
that his guts hurt, that no one can predict whether 
there will be plenty of mushrooms next summer, and 
finally that everyone is trash, and will not become 
good until he becomes convinced that he is trash, and 
in conclusion, of course shifts to the real subject of 
his meditations. He draws most of his proofs from 
Thomas Aquinas, but as he does not mention the fact, 
the reader thinks that the ideas belong to the narrator 
himself. Then there is the setting of the story. There 
is neither dark nor light, but some sort of gray in the 
story; no human voices are heard, only hissing; no 
human figures are seen, but it is as though bats were 
flitting about in the dusk. It is not a fantastic world, 
nor yet a real one, but, as it were, a Cockaigne* Every¬ 
body cries, not about anything, but simply because 
their guts hurt (sneezes from emotion and falls si¬ 
lent). 
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*1RST SWALLOW. What do you say to that. Third Swallow? 
teurd swallow, I don't quite understand—that is, I do 
understand and yet at the same time am somehow 
afraid to understand! It is—it is, so to speak, albinism 
of thought—there is something senile—yesl On the 
one hand, a stirring furioso „ on the other, a delightful 
cantab He! On the one hand demons draw Don Juan 
into hell, on the other, a ballad is heard behind the 
stage—it is terrifyingl Terrifying! 

For some time the swallows are silent and cannot 
come to themselves. 

first swallow ( to Third Swallow ). Please express every¬ 
thing you have just said about Fourth Swallow's new 
work in the form of a letter to me and get it ready 
for the second issue of the journal. That will be our 
critical section. Then, gentlemen, so far as the current 
sections of die journal are concerned, I hope that we 
will be guided in this case by the examples of former 
years. You will write letters to me, and I will remain 
silent* Then you will write letters to each other, and 
that way the year will pass before you know ill You 
have, of course, already prepared something of that 
sort, have you not, gentlemen? 
second swallow* I have prepared a letter, in which I 
a$k you to explain to me what I am talking about , * * 
first swallow* Excellent. I think that in view of current 
circumstances, we need above all articles in which the 
ventriloquial element, so to speak, predominates* 
(catching himself suddenly ) But excuse me—have you 
been purified? 

second swallow. I offered repentance and received ab¬ 
solution, 

first swallow. That is the way. It indicates you under¬ 
stand that if a man commits an indiscretion he must 
without fail seek absolution. And you, Third Swallow? 
third swallow. I have written an article on the effect of 
upset stomachs on the state of dramatic art in Peters¬ 
burg, 

first swallow * Splendid* And so, gentlemen, we are set, 
and I hope that henceforth no one will ever insult us, 
(Aside) And why did they insult us? (Aloud) On the 
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one hand, we will completely convince the public that 
we are swallows, on the other . . . 

A crash is heard . M. N* Katkov ? lit by a tallow candle 
end, comes down into the cellar * The rats die. The 
swallows cry "Excuse us !* 1 and fall into the tub . Odor . 

(Curtain) 
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AN EXCERPT 

FROM THE NOVEL MUNIFICENT 
I 

Munificent Joins the Staff 
of the “Opportunist” as Co-Editor 1 

And so they went and made Munificent a co-editor of 
the Opportunist That occurred about a year and a half 
ago. Munificent still went about freely and enjoyed life 
without a care, but the Opportunist was thrown into 
disorder. The former regular contributors disappeared: 
Pravdolvubov died, the others were not physically pres¬ 
ent. The editors and closest contributors met immediately 
in order to consult* They may even have sat in a circle 
at the time, but in order to avoid personal comments 
we will dispense with such trifles. 

“We are in a bad wav/ 1 began one of the editors. “You 
know, gentlemen, that Pravdolyubov has died, that 
others— 

"And how we know!” they answered in a chorus. 

“Let’s get down to business! We alone are left* That's 
not all* Few of us are literary men. At the first^ opportun¬ 
ity, of course, we will mouth commonplaces—* 

“Mouth commonplaces, mouth commonplaces,” a 
chorus again sounded. 

“—but commonplaces will not last for long. Life 
marches on* New problems rise, new facts* We, too, will 
have to deal with them. And without our former main 

i Shchedrodarov (Munificent) is the satirist Shchedrin (Liberal) 
who will also figure under Shchedrin's alias 'Toting Pen," The 
periodical the Contejnporary becomes the Opportunist in Russian 
by a minor transposition. The defunct contributor is Dobrolyubov, 
and the absent one Cherny shevsky, the author of What Is to Be 
Done? and of the aesthetic theories given later. 
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contributors we can make a blunder. What is to be 
done?” 

“First of all, to print the novel What Is to Be DoneV 9 
the staff answered. 

“That goes without saying. But then what?” 

“Then, 1 have thought up a very good thing,” one of 
the company decided, “When somebody drives us against 
the wall and in general in all those cases where a definite 
and positive opinion is necessary, we will immediately 
announce that this will all be explained when ‘new 
economic relations are established'; follow that by a 
dash and we’re all set. That will do for a year and a 
half, even two.” 

"Had A lovely idea, the more so as it can be used in 
absolutely any situation, I ask you, what does not depend 
upon economic relations? That way, even the most com* 
mon idea will seem to assume the stature of real thought. 
And the more we use it, even, the more sense it will as¬ 
sume in the eyes of the ignoramuses, and thereby will 
spare us from the responsibility of really doing some¬ 
thing. But I think that even that is not enough— 

"Not enough, not enough!” 

"You see. gentlemen, in our journalistic work, if some¬ 
body sits silently, if he does not snap at and attack every¬ 
thing, he always seems to the majority of subscribers to 
be neither powerful nor smart, though he may have con¬ 
sidered the business very conscientiously and understood 
it better than anyone. Whoever attacks first, barks and 
bites, and brazenly and impudently refuses to answer 
die most specific inquiries, doesn't give a hang about 
diem, whistles, caricatures and rushes to abuse everyone 
indiscriminately, wall seem powerful and cunning to 
the common man and the majority. That is the way we 
too will act, particularly because we have acted that way 
frequently in the past. That is why we need a mutt now, 
a barking and biting mutt. I hope you understand, gen- 
demen, that I am using the term ‘mutt' in its most noble, 
in its highest literary sense. And in what way is a mutt 
inferior to any other kind of animal or bird? What is im¬ 
portant here, strictly speaking, is not the mutt, but its 
muttish characteristics. As soon as we say ‘sick ’em, 1 the 
mutt we have chosen should jump up from its place, fly, 
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sink its teeth into whoever- we show it, and harass it 
until we yell id! to it. Of course, the fewer ideas the 
mutt has, the better. On the other hand it must be 
sportive, wield a pen, be spiteful, have unparalleled van¬ 
ity and—and—speaking in literary style—be innocent, 
so that it would guess nothing. I think that if our famous 
humorist and satirist Mr, Munificent were invited to 
join the staff, he could successfully serve us along those 
lines as a permanent contributor/* 

“Yes, yesl” everyone shouted, but an objection was 
raised. 

“I agree,” the objector said, “that Munificent has no 
ideas of his own, and that this is a considerable ad¬ 
vantage. I also agree that he is vain. But what does he 
have in addition to these advantages? After all, he only 
has his ‘Trumpouios and Spuds/ That's all he lives on!” 

“You*re right,” they answered him, “but he is sportive, 
agile, he has sallies, boundless and groundless spite, spite 
for spite's sake, something like art for art's sake. A spite 
of which even he understands nothing. And that is the 
most valuable thing of all. All one has to do is direct 
that spite and he will bite everything you show him be¬ 
cause that is all he has to do. Read Mr. Skribov’s article 
about him, Mr. Objector, which will appear in a year 
and a half in the journal The Foreign Word. There they 
quite successfully evaluate him as a humorist and point 
to his "Trumpoulos and Spuds/ 2 But we will use these 

a Evidently our young author has Mr. Pisarev’s article in the 
Russian Word in mind. Here is an excerpt from that article: 

Mr. Shchedrin, without noticing it himself, has superbly charac¬ 
terized the typical traits of his own special humor, in one scene of 
his Numbskulls. The Numbskulls are playing cards: 

"'The Greek Trumpouio$r he (the infantry commander) exclaims, 
playing trump. We all laugh, though that Trumpoulos regularly 
appears on the scene every time we sit down to play cards, which 
happens almost every evening. 

“Spuds!" the commander continues, playing spades. 

“Oh, do stop it, you joker!” says General Darling, dying of 
laughter. "After all, I am spoiling the whole hand through your 
joking." 

Does it not seem to you, dear reader, after reading the above, that 
Mr. Shchedrin says “Trumpoulos” and "Spuds" to you and you, like 
General Darling, wave your arms and, dying of laughter, weakly cry 


shortcomings to our own advantage, Trumpoulos is vul¬ 
gar, we know, but then it is within everybody's range. 
It is ordinary, bin an ordinary success, though it may be 
short-lived, though it may pass quick]y, nevertheless 
spreads quickly and we only need Munificent for two, 
or perhaps three, years. Finally, if Munificent were more 
intelligent, what would we do with him? He would start 
to argue and would not listen. And most important, and 
the final argument is, that so far as I can judge from his 
works, he has not an iota of civic feeling. Nothing mat¬ 
ters to him but himself, and therefore as soon as you 
flatter his vanity, he will agree to anything/' 

“Flatter, but not very much,” a voice was heard, “Se* 
verity does no harm/' 

Oh, of course, severity and even the strictest severity. 
But he will be enticed simply by the prospect of becom¬ 
ing a staff member. Are we agreed, then?” 

'‘Excuse me, an unforeseen circumstance. What if he 
finally begins to understand, and a feeling of literary 
merit rises in him?” 

“Hm. Well, we'll consider that later.” 

“And finally, how will you say to him "You're a mutt, 
therefore bark!' That does not even seem to me to be 
literary,” 

“Oh, that's nonsense. There is an appropriate phrase 
for everything. For example, one does not have to say 
bark!'—one could say "emit sounds!' or something on 
that order. Don't worry, he will understand, all the more 
because that is just what he himself needs. Well, is it 
settled or not?” 

“It is settled, it is settledl” 

And that is how Munificent came to join the staff of 
the Opportunist . 

“Oh, do stop it, you joker, I am spoiling the whole hand.” But the 
implacable wit will not stop and, you really spoil the hand, that is, 
are led astray and take the numbskullish jester for the Russian 
satirise Of course, “secret little suckling pig amours” “a new stop¬ 
gap for an okL chasm" and particularly “son of a bitch of an ace” 
are not up to “the Greek Trumpouios.” Mr. Shchedrin's witticisms 
are more daring, tmexpected, and complicated than die infantry 
commander's jokes, but then many numbskullish General Darling? 
laugh at his wit deisms, as does our whole reading public, including 
oux intelligent, fresh* and active youth, (Fyodor Dostoevsky) 
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II 

Terms 

Munificent was hired under very harsh terras. But as he 
was terribly glad to join, he did not even notice them, 
the poor thing! He hardly even heard them, and prob~ 
ably did not understand them. He appeared at the edi¬ 
torial offices all spruced up, and all these points were 
proposed to him immediately, at a general meeting. Here 
are some of them: 

First Point , "Young Pen! Learn that you have come 
here—to emit sounds. Forget ‘Umbilicus City* now. All 
those Trumpouloses are nonsense. You may, of course, 
fill our literary columns with them even now, but never* 
theless you must strive for something else, for a higher 
ideal, namely: to popularize natural science, presenting 
it under the guise of stories and tales. That is every 
writer's and poet's highest goal. But that is still in the 
future. In the meantime just emit sounds. Note that I 
do not tell you 4 to bark/ because that is not a literary 
expression, but I tell you to emit sounds. I hope you 
understand what that means?* 1 

“And how, sir!’* answered Munificent, and assumed 
greater dignity. The editor cast a glance over the whole 
meeting as though to say “He says, after all, that he un¬ 
derstands!” 

Second Point “Young Pen! Henceforth you must adopt 
our tactics and follow them unconditionally. You must 
respect, screen and protect all those who declare them¬ 
selves to be progressives. Even if they are not worth it, 
even if they are high-school juniors, even if they are 
obviously behaving improperly. But if they have pub¬ 
lished even four progressive lines, or if they have con¬ 
trived in two years some little couplet, say even one like 

Bek and Bek and Lev Kambek, 

Lev Kambek and Bek and Bek, 

this then, learn that we consider him sacred. But even if 
they have been behaving far out of line and babbling 
away, then you must just the same simply keep silent 
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about them, and under no circumstances emit even a single 
sound, that is, if you cannot praise them. If anyone writes 
in verse or prose about a 'Civic Tear* and publishes it, 
that person at the very least must become inviolable for 
you. And even if such a one appeared before you— 11 
“In a drunken state,” Munificent interrupted humor* 
ously, expecting everyone to die with laughter imme¬ 
diately, as from his “spuds,” and to praise him for his 
gaiety. But he had not reckoned with his superiors. They 
were a gloomy bunch, not susceptible to humor. The 
interrupted orator frowned and distinctly, emphatically, 
and stern! \ pronounced: 

“E-ven in a drun-ken state, sir!” 

Munificent lost courage. 

Third Point * “Young 'Pen! You will participate in the 
critical section. Therefore instill in yourself the prin¬ 
ciple that a real apple is better than a painted apple, the 
more so as one can eat a real apple, but one cannot eat 
a painted apple. Consequently art is nonsense and a 
luxury and can only serve to amuse children. That ‘new 
idea, 1 so grand in its simplicity, must henceforth replace 
all courses in aesthetics for you and will immediately 
give you the necessary point of view for analyzing all so- 
called ‘works of art/ Do you understand?” But "Munifi¬ 
cent grew so courageous with joy, while on the other 
hand he started to lose his courage, that he did not dare 
to say anything even against that. That, in the first place, 
a real apple and a painted apple are two entirely differ¬ 
ent subjects and cannot in any way be compared: that, 
in the second place, let us grant that a real apple can be 
eaten, but a painted apple is painted specially to be 
looked at, not to be eaten; that, after all, not everything 
in the world can be eaten, and that one cannot limit the 
utility of all things and works to their edibility. But 
Munificent kept quiet for the reasons given above,” 
Fourth Point. “Young Pen! Henceforth you must in¬ 
still in yourself the principle that shoes are in any case 
better than Pushkin, because you can walk around with¬ 
out Pushkin very well, but it is impossible to walk 
around without shoes, and consequently Pushkin is non¬ 
sense and a luxury. Do you understand?” 

But Munificent again kept quiet. He did not even 
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bring himself to ask how, for example, those people who 
already had shoes should look at Pushkin. 

"Homer and Alexandre Dumas and all the others are 
equally nonsense, because in Homer there is a world of 
prejudices and spirits, he believes in miracles and in the 
gods, and consequently he can infect our youth with those 
prejudices- Thus the enlightened Karochkin, who de¬ 
stroys prejudices, in any case stands incomparably higher 
than the unenlightened Homer. Ostrovsky can only be 
printed because he revealed the flaws of Moscow mer¬ 
chants; there is not the slightest value in him beyond 
that. Only perhaps also that he is a name, and for the 
same reason one can even print 'Minin/ but only in 
subscription months. 

"Even Shakespeare himself is nonsense and a luxury, 
because he even has witches appearing, and witches are 
the very lowest order of reaction and are particularly 
harmful to Russian youth, which, even without Shake¬ 
speare, is already beset with witches by their nurses. But 
note. Young Pen. that one can still have patience with 
Shakespeare, and consequently refrain from emitting 
sounds, only because (and the Devil only knows why!) 
it occurred to Buchner to praise him in Staff und Kraft, 
and as one must stand behind every progressive, and 
the more so behind Buchner, then one can spare Shake¬ 
speare, until the right time comes, of course. 

"But all that is so insignificant/ 1 the orator added, 
"that 1 will not make a special point of it, but simply 
add it to the fourth, that is, the point about shoes and 
Pushkin." 

Fifth Point "Young Pen! You will be shown five 'ra¬ 
tional books/ which you must read without fail, in order 
to resemble us. In six months you will have to pass an 
examination about your reading, in the presence of all 
members of the editorial staff and the most important 
contributors.” 

Sixth Point "Young Pen! You must become con¬ 
vinced of the most important concept of our policy, 
namely, that for the happiness of all mankind, and 
equally for the happiness of each separate individual, 
first and most important of all, is the belly, or in other 
words, the stomach. Why are you laughing, my dear 
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sir?" Munificent started to wag and claimed that he had 
not laughed at all. 

“I just remembered the 'bellybutton o£ the world' that 
the people believe is so senselessly, infected by per¬ 
nicious prejudices, sir," he mumbled in the hope of 
amusing them and thereby turning anger into favor. But 
again he was not successful. 

“ ‘Bellybutton of the world!/ My dear sir!” The orator 
raised his voice, "You dare place your senseless 'belly- 
button of the world' next to the greatest economic idea 
of our age, together with the last word of real and social 
sciences? Learn, that the belly is everything, and every¬ 
thing else, almost without exception, is a luxury and 
even a useless luxuryl What is the good of politics, what 
is the good of nationalism, what is the good of senseless 
'native soil/ what is the good of art, what, even, is the 
good of science, if the belly is not full? Fill the belly 
and everything else will take care of itself, and if it does 
not, then it still does not matter because all the rest 
is a luxury’ and useless. Ants, insignificant ants, uniting 
for self-preservation, that is, for the belly, to our shame 
be it said, were able to invent the anthill, that is, the 
highest ideal of social organization one can imagine. 
And wdiat on the other hand did people do? Nine out 
of ten people throughout the world constantly go hun¬ 
gry! Why is that? Because people are stupid, because 
they cannot figure out where their real advantage lies, 
because they rush after some childish toy, after some sort 
of art, after the useless, because they are steeped in 
prejudice, live separately and haphazardly, according to 
tlieir will, rather than according to the rational books, 
and therefore they are poor, wasted away, unable to un¬ 
dertake anything. But as soon as you attain a state where 
everyone has enough to eat, that is, as soon as you have 
taken the first step, then humanity will grab the moon 
by its horns if that were necessary. Do you understand?” 

Munificent wanted to answer that, of course, it would be 
very' useful to satisfy one's belly first and then proceed 
to everything else. But that one could also remain at the 
point of desires and anger for a thousand years with such 
an idea without attaining the slightest practical result, 
and that on the contrary, one would have overlooked all 
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of life and spoiled it. He also wanted to add that it is 
perhaps not at all so easy as it seems, and that perhaps 
it would be much easier to grab the moon by its horns 
than to attain satisfied bellies everywhere by the pre¬ 
liminary and intentional paralyzing of all man's other 
capacities. But Munificent was already so exhausted and 
frightened, and, moreover, he was so little constructed for 
making similar objections, that he meekly kept silent, in 
the hope that the other would soon finish. 

"And therefore," the orator continued, “if, on occa¬ 
sion, you have to write, let us say a political article, let 
us suppose on the Pan-Slavic Question, then you write 
straight off that The Day babbles nonsense. That the 
Slavs' groans and their desires to free themselves from 
the Austrians and Turks are also nonsense. That such 
desires are a luxury, and even an impermissible one. 
That it should not matter to them at all whether they 
are independent or under the Austrians or Turks, pre¬ 
cisely because their first duty is to think about the belly, 
and then perhaps they can drive the Turks away as well, 
but only as a luxury. Do you understand? 

“Similarly, if someone should say to you ‘I want to 
think, I am tormented by the eternal unresolved ques¬ 
tions, I want to love, I agonize over questions of faith, 
I search for a moral ideal, I love art,’ or anything along 
those lines, answer him immediately, decisively, and 
bravely, that that is all nonsense, metaphysics, that all 
that is a luxury, childish dreams, unnecessary' things. 
That first of all comes the belly. And finally, if that man 
has such an overwhelming itch, advise him to take a 
pair of scissors and cut out the itching place. If he wants 
to dance, cut off his legs; if he wants to draw, cut off his 
hands; if he agonizes, wants to dream, off with his head. 
The belly, the belly, and only the belly—that, my dear 
sir, is a profound conviction! Do you understand, Young 
Pen?" 

Young Pen wanted to observe that if everything else 
were cut off, then, after all, the sole remaining belly too 
would be dead. But he did not observe it because he 
could not observe it, and he could not because his head 
was not at all constructed for thinking that way. There¬ 
fore he only blinked his eyesi and was terribly weary. 
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"I see by your face that you did not understand me at 
all- You are still impulsive. Read the five rational books, 
take the examination, and then we will see/' 

“I do not have my own thoughts as yet," timidly af¬ 
firmed Munificent 

“We know. But you have a sportive mind, you have a 
pen. And if the five rational books are useful to you, 
then you will emit good sounds. We have hopes for 
you. But you must drop the ‘town of Umbilicus' without 
fail, ’Trumpoulos and Spuds' are nonsense/' 

Munificent was jarred. After all, he, too, was proud. 

“I have other things than ‘Trumpoulos and Spuds,’ ” 
he said with modest discretion. “In one place I wrote 
that 'the lawyer bit the mayor on the belly/ " 

“What? Really? Where is that place?” asked the 
orator, pleasantly surprised. 

“In such-and-such a story," answered Munificent, be¬ 
coming more gay and as pleased as a child. 

"Well—that, of course, is something. But after all, that 
is still far from being everything / 1 

“Really, sir? And here I thought that that was every¬ 
thing,” Munificent answered sincerely, the praise having 
immediately and terribly emboldened him. 

“That is precisely it, young man," the orator admon¬ 
ished him impressively. "Go, take with you the rational 
books given to you, and good luck, emit sounds. So the 
lawyer bit the mayor—how did you put it? on the belly?" 
“On the belly, sir ” 

"I particularly like the fact that it was the belly. It 
reminds one of our theory, but with this difference, that 
we want to fill the belly, rather than bite it. Of course, 
you, too, introduce a new idea there, but that is still far 
from being everything. And so, good luck l I see that you 
are tired. Go and emit sounds.” 


Ill 

Munificent's Revolt 

Munificent emitted sounds for a little more than a year. 
And at whom he emitted sounds! In his innocent zeal 
he reached the point of attacking people without any 
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reason, for no cause, but simply to fulfill his duties as 
humorist. Sometimes he was praised and patted on the 
head. It was felt in the Opportunist that his work could 
in its own way be fruitful. Ordinary readers, who were 
even prepared to laugh at "spuds" repeated a hundred 
times in a row (and there was an enormous number of 
those), were satisfied. What more was necessary? More¬ 
over, in addition to really talented things, Munificent 
could sometimes write page after page of humor, in 
which neither the editors, nor the readers, nor he himself 
could understand a single line, but in which there seemed 
to be a hint of something so secret, so intelligent and 
cunning, in short, so much in die style of the journal, 
that the simple-minded reader was enchanted and said 
to himself “There you have something!" It is true that 
he did not have die slightest trace of civic feelings, and 
that therefore he shamelessly barked, scoffed at and 
disgraced the most honorable and sensible people side 
by side with the most odious ones, so long as it was 
humor. He was really a follower of art for art's sake, 
humor for humor's sake. So long as it was "Trumpoulos” 
it did not matter to whom it was applied. 

But time passed, he read, and involuntarily ideas 
started coming into his head, previously untroubled by 
any questions. As he was obliged to read the matter he 
was instructed to make fun of, he involuntarily became 
enlightened, and involuntarily a new light started to 
shine upon him. True, not for long. But little by little 
something akin to consciousness started to stir in him. I 
will not say that signs of civic feelings appeared in him. 
His giddiness and constantly wounded vanity created the 
situation that on the very next day, he obligatorily 
"emitted sounds" against the very things he had mentally 
agreed with the day before. In general, he started to be 
troubled. He wanted to say, to express something. What 
and where did he not rush to! The most diverse, the 
most contradictory opinions and even theories came 
from his pen, and if the public had not simply taken 
all of this as “humor," it would sometimes have been 
very amazed. So far as the editors were concerned, they 
had confidence in him and did not very much interfere 
with his emitting sounds. They heard the “sounds” and 
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were satisfied. When Munificent got so confused that he 
lost his head, he appeared before the public and played 
a trick on it The public laughed, that flattered him, hav¬ 
ing an artistic temperament, he immediately calmed 
down. But happiness is not eternal. It was not so much 
the new* ideas that wandered into his mind in snatches, 
as his envy of the Foreign Word's feuilletonist Krolich- 
kov that aroused his vanity. It was then he brandished 
in the Opportunist his famous articles on children and 
on stale new ideas, which clearly violated the second 
point of the terms by which he had been hired by the 
Opportunist 

Skribov and Krolithkov rose in fury and triumphantly 
accused the Opportunist of being reactionary. Cowardice 
and uproar started among the Opportunist's editors. 
They hurriedly gathered and looked as though the house 
were on fire. They immediately called Munificent before 
them. But he had already prepared himself. He walked 
in independently. Emancipation shone on his brow. He 
stood at the door, leaning on the door-post with his 
hand, gazing at the window, as though the matter did 
not concern him in the least, and that he would not look 
at it. The editors looked at each other in horror. 


IV 

Storm in a Teacup 

“What have you done? What have you done, you 
wretch?" The editors and staff fell on him in a chorus. 

"‘What have I done? I have done nothing," answered 
Munificent, as though to say "You will not scare me 
now." 

“What do you mean, nothing! We did not check up 
on you lately and look at Lhe trash you've come up with!" 

“There is nothing trashy about it. It simply means that 
I now have my own ideas and that is all." 

“But, you wretch, you have no ideas, you never had 
your own ideas. We hired you with the understanding 
that you would have no thoughts of your own, that you 
would only emit sounds, and you—" 

“And now I have ideas of my own, too. Que diantre! 
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The Day has its ideas, even The Voice claims it has ideas 
of its own, why can I not have my own ideas?” 

“But, you wretch, that is a completely different ques¬ 
tion, why you cannot have them. But where, where 
could you have gotten your ideas? You took them from 
Time ! Look, look, read: here is The Foreign Word. They 
have published a tirade against brats from an 1862 issue 
of Time . Listen: 

‘But we hate the shallow, brainless brawlers that 
drag everything they touch through the mire, that soil 
every pure, honorable idea simply by participating in 
it, whistlers whistling for bread and solely in order to 
whistle, riding somebody else's stolen phrase as though 
it were a hobbyhorse, and whipping themselves with 
a toy whip of common liberalism/ 

“Did you hear? Learn, you wretch, that The Foreign 
Word says outright that you took that out of Time , that 
there is a striking resemblance to it in your article in 
everything, even in expression. Listen! here is your hu¬ 
morous article on that score: 

‘But without a doubt no one contributes so much to 
the public's misconception as certain flap-eared cracked 
characters who with audacious ease attach themselves 
to the work done by the young generation. By their 
mere presence they render anything in which they 
participate unrecognizable, just as in the summer, 
flies in a second taint any object at all, even the most 
valuable. There is no idea our flap-ears would not de¬ 
fame, no deed they would not taint.' 

“What do you mean not out of Time ? Even the ex¬ 
pressions are similar!” 

“Well, so what if it is out of TimeT ' answered Mu¬ 
nificent, piqued in turn. “I admit, certainly, that I 
adapted it from Time , as many others do, too, because 
it is a good journal, and it is useless for you to make me 
emit sounds against it. But I did not steal it from Time , 
my thoughts simply agreed with theirs. So what? My 
thoughts, too, can agree with theirs. My expressions are 
different. I write ‘taint a deed like flies.' That is a 
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splendid 

it!” 


phrase, and it is too bad you don’t appreciate 


“But, you wretch! it might be good, after all, if you 
used it for us, but after all, you are using it against us. 
Against usl Do you hear? 

“But, after all, I wrote about brats, not about you." 

“About brats! But after ail that is just like raising a 
Itand against yourself! What did we teach you when we 
let you join the staff? He doesn’t understand! Doesn’t 
understand? And, moreover. Time has many subscribers, 
and he supports it!" 

“But why are you attacking me, really?" Munificent 
shouted, losing his temper completely. “And why do 
you keep harping on Time ail the time? I repeat, it is a 
good journal and I have taken a lot out of it! You made 
me laugh at it, stick my tongue out at it! Through your 
kindness, for example, I laughed at The Day , too* There 
are serious-minded people at The Day, there is science 
there, successive and honorable analyses of many years' 
standing* They want the useful* No one can accuse them 
of anything uncivic. Their idea is gaining greater and 
greater popularity. It is recognized even by their long¬ 
time and declared foes. One can fail to agree with it, but 
one cannot deal with The Day disrespectfully. Though 
through your kindness I made faces and stuck my tongue 
out at them, almost compared them to Askochensky. 
That is w T hat emitting leads tol” 

“But who ordered you to act so zealously? It means 
you were amusing yourself." 

“And why do you fall on me like that about the brats? 
For goodness’ sakes! They taint and spoil everything. 
Time only talked about rascals then, and with reason* 
After ail* they used whatever they liked with us lately, 
liberalism, progressivism, or anything at all* I mentioned 
the flap-ears. Though there may be some honorable ones 
among them, yet they spoiled everything. We could have 
had positive results* Where are they? We missed every¬ 
thing with your system and your flap-ears! And what is 
the meaning of a 'civic tear’? After all, all they do is 
write that they shed them, but show me a real one. And 
even if it were real, they would taint that one, they 
would contrive to stain it. After all, that way one can 
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finally debase and taint everything to such an extent 
that it will disgust a new man. 3 After all, we are re¬ 
pelling our very own from us. 

“Civic tear! But, after all, that is only a phrase, a 
trite phrase! X respect a person who really sheds it, but 
I will not start to respect the fashion of civic tears simply 
because the word 'civic* is written there. For, after all, 
this may be followed by civil tears, private tears, com¬ 
missariat tears, tears of the society for the preparation of 
dry goods—is all that also to be respected? Morgen frith , 
je fantipathe !—” 

“What a tone! Listen to his tone! My God, what is he 
saying?*' the staff shouted in horror, 

“Why tone? There is no tone here at all. Recently you 
published the following in the Opportunist , 

A flowerless field 
Lies behind past days. 

In it sleep requited 
A citizen's tears. 

Surely that is written as a joke? How can tears sleep in a 
field? And you worship it!" 

But here the member of the editorial board also flew 
into a rage. 

“What, my dear sirl You laugh! But, after all, those 
are a citizen's tears! And what business is it of yours if 
they sleep in a field? Let them sleep, let them do what 
they like, for they are not common tears but a citizen's. 
Look, see: ‘A citizen's’ is written. Our convictions—" 

“I no longer believe in your convictions." 

“Our convictions are the belly, my dear sir! Our con¬ 
victions about the belly! The belly, the belly—do you 
hear?" 

“I don't give a hang about your belly, I have heard 
enough about it. X no longer believe in your belly 1 To 
fill the belly at the cost of preliminary paralyzing of all 
the organism's parts and capacities is absurd. But you, 

8 It seems to us that the young novelist who offered Munificent 
to us does not know how to describe characters. The Munificent of 
Chapter I cannot speak as he speaks here, and that is no longer 
artistic. However, this is a satiristic novel, a caricature novel, and in 
its own way this is all true. (Fyodor Dostoevsky) 
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on the contrary, have gone so far in your fanaticism for 
the belly as to consider in turn all the organism’s other 
organs and capacities except the belly as absurdities* 
That is what von did with art, with moral ideals, with 
the historical march of events, with all life. Where is your 
practical sense? You are going against life. We are not 
supposed to prescribe laws for life but to study life and 
extract laws from life itself for ourselves. You are theoret¬ 
icians! 1 " 

“But that is word for word out of Time , He has 
learned it by heart I” 

"'So what? I really have learned many places out of 
Time by heart* Even though I emit sounds against 
Time , I am obliged to Time for a great deal. I do not 
understand how one can stand on air, without feeling the 
soil under one. An Englishman, German, or Frenchman, 
each is particularly strong because each stands on his 
own soil, and because he is first of all an Englishman, 
German, or Frenchman, and not an abstract general 
man. Before you can do anything you have to make 
yourselves into something, to assume your own shape, to 
become yourselves. Then and only then will you be 
able to have your say, to present your own farm of a 
world-view. But you are abstractions, you are shadows, 
you are nothing. And nothing can come from nothing. 
You are foreign ideas. You are a mirage. You do not 
stand on soil but on air. The light shines right under 
you—” 

"How itchy he is! How r itchy he is!” 

"Well, yes, I am itchy! I myself have written a dozen 
times 'when new economic relations will begin.’ But 
what sense is there in that? It even began to seem funny 
to me. Why will they begin, how will they begin? Will 
they fall down from the sky? That is an empty phrase! 
You can sit and wait with such a phrase for a thousand 
years, and absolutely nothing will come of it.” 

"He is a freethinker!” all those around Munificent 
shouted. "How dare you!” 

"No, I am only an overbaked nihilist, and I really 
wanted to be useful. I wanted to have my own thoughts 
and you did not even notice ray efforts* I purposely 
went away to the country last February for my ideas 
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(read my clever February feuilleton in the Opportunist )« 
I saw peasants there and I was very surprised that they 
were poor. I had seen peasants before, but I had never 
thought about them* Of course, it is not the readers 1 
fault that I saw it for the first time. But I was so surprised 
that I took it for a 'new idea/ Even more, I created ‘a 
new economic relation'—” 

"You, you created ‘a new economic relation’?” all 
shouted in amazement. 

"Yes, I, I myself, moi-meme! Because I too can have 
my ideas, I concluded that if you hired a coachman in 
Moscow, you would not bargain with a peasant because 
he is poor, and would not give him fifteen cents if he 
asks for twenty* Give him a quarter instead, if he asks 
for twenty cents, and that would create a new economic 
relation and that, of course, would be worth more than all 
your ideas/’ 

But at this point such an Homeric was heard that 
Munificent was completely bewildered* Even without 
that he had been agitated by the whole scene. For some 
time he looked at the laughing staff with amazement. 
But then he suddenly covered his face with his hands 
and started to sob like a little baby— 
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